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PREFACE. 



Trub poetry will always be sought after and 
admired. The greater part of that which comes 
from the press falls directly into deserved oblivion. 
But that which possesses sterling worth always 
attracts attention. Persons of cultivated and 
polished minds, who pass over almost everything 
which wears the form of verse, are alive to the 
beauties of an occasional gem, which sparkles, 
unexpectedly, in their way. Very few of these 
gems, however, find a place in our collections of 
the works of writers of poetry. The measured 
solemnity and dignity of a book seems unpropitious 
to the production of those fragrant flowers which 
occasionally blossom in humility by the road-side. 
The best pieces of our poets are generally those 
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IT PREFACE. 

which are thrown off under the influence of a 
transient inspiration ; and which, committed to the 
corner of a newspaper, are left to send out their 
sweet odors and commend themselves to notice, or, 
perchance, to perish. Many of the pieces in this 
little collection have been gathered up from such 
sources ; often, at intervals of years. They are 
chiefly of a religious character ; as religion and 
poetry seem naturally associated together. The 
best poetry breathes the spirit of piety ; and piety, 
in its most devout frames, loves to utter itself in 
poetry. Some portions of the work seem like fra- 
grant flowers from the land of spices. We trust it 
will not be a vain hope, that it may prove a delicate 
but efficient help to some, at least, who, while they 
tread the rough path of life, constantly look to the 
future, and sincerely desire to bloom in beauty in a 
brighter sphere. 
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THE LAST OF SEVEN. 

B. A. WILMOTT. 

O, bb not angry, chide her not, 
Although the child has erred ; 

Nor bring the tears into her eyes 
'By one ungentle word. 

When that sweet- linnet sang) before 

Our summer roses died, 
A sister's arm was round her neck, 

A brother at her side. 

But now in grief she walks alone, 

By every flowering bed : 
That sister's clasping arm is cold— 

That brother's voice is fled. 

And when she sits beside my knee, 
With face so pale and meek, 

And eyes bent o'er her book, I see 
The tears upon her cheek. 

Then chide her not ;-but whisper now 
" Thy trespass is forgiven :" 

How canst thou frown on that pale face? 
She is the last of seven. 
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BE KIND TO EACH OTHER. 

CHARLES SWAIN. 

Bb kind to each other f 

The night 'a coming on, 
When friend and when brother 

Perchance may be gone ; 
Then 'midst our dejection, 

How sweet to have earned 
The blest recollection 

Of kindness— returned f 
When day hath departed, 

And memory keeps 
Her watch, broken-hearted, 

Where all ahe loved sleeps ! 

Let falsehood assail not, 

Nor envy reprove— 
Let trifles prevail not 

Against those ye love f 
Nor change with to-morrow, 

Should fortune take wing, 
But the deeper the sorrow, 

The closer still cling I 
O, be kind to each other 1 

The night 's coming on, 
When friend and when brother 

Perchance may be gone I 
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TO MY WIFE. 

Pillow thy head upon this breast, 

My own, my cherished wife ; 
And let us for one hour forget 

Our dreary path of life ; 
Then let me kiss thy tears away, 

And bid remembrance flee 
Back to the days of halcyon youth, 

When all was hope and glee. 

Fair as the early promise, lore, 

Of our joy-freighted barque; 
Sunlit and lustrous, too, the skies, 

Now ail so dim and dark ; 
Over a stormy sea, dear wife, 

We drove with shattered sail, 
But Love sits smiling at the helm, 

And mocks the threatening gale. 

Come, let me part those clustering curie, 
And gaze uflpn thy brow — 

How many, many memories, 
Sweep o'er my spirits now ; 

How much of happiness and grief- 
How much of hope and fear — 

Breathe from each dear loved lineament 
Most eloquently here. 

Thou gentle one, few joys remain 
To cheer our lonely lot, 



by Google 



12 LYRIC GEMS. 

The storm has left our paradise 

With but one sunny spot ; 
Hallowed fore'er will be that place 

To hearts like thine and mine — 
*T is where our childish hands upreared 

Affection's earliest shrine. 

Then nestle closer to this breast, 

My fond and faithful dove ! 
Where, if not here, should be the ark 

Of refuge for thy love 7 
The poor man's blessing and his curse 

Pertain alike to me, 
For, shorn of worldly wealth, dear wife, 

Am I not rich in thee ? 

KIND WORDS. 
A little word in kindness spoken, 
. A motion or a tear, 
Has-often healed the heart that 's broken, 
And made a friend sincere* 

A word" — a look— has crushed to earth 

Full many a budding flower, 
Which, had a smile but owned its birth, 

Would bless life's darkest hour. 

Then deem it not an idle thing 

A pleasant word to speak ; 
The face you wear, the thoughts you bring, 

A heart may heal or break. 
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A HOME EVERYWHERE. 

8. OBAHAlf. 

Hbavs ! mighty ocean, hears I 
And blow, thou boisterous wind f 

Onward we swiftly glide, and leave 
Our home and friends behind. 

Away, away we steer 

Upon the ocean's breast ; 
And dim the distant heights appear, 

Like clouds along the west. 

There is a loneliness 

Upon the mighty deep ; 
And hurried thoughts upon us press, 

As onwardly we sweep ! 

Our home— that witching word— 
A name without a thing ! 

We are e'en as a lonely bird, 
Whose home is on the wing. 

My wife and little one 

Are with me as I go ; 
And they are all beneath the sua 

I have of weal or wo. 

With them, upon the sea 
Or land, where'er I roam, 

My all on earth is still with me, 
And I am still at home 1 



by Google 



14 LYRIC «EM8. 

Heave, mighty ocean, heart ! 

And blow, thou boisterous wind ! 
Where'er we go, we cannot leave 

Our home and friends behind. 

Then come, my lovely bride, 
And come, my child of wo ; 

Since we have nought on earth beside, 
What matters where we go J 

We heed not earthly powers, 
We heed not wind or weather; 

For come what will, this joy is ours, 
We share it still together. 

And if the storms are wild, 
And we perish in the sea, 

We '11 clasp each other and our child- 
One grave shall hold the three. 

And neither shall remain 

To meet and bear alone 
The cares, the injuries, the pain 

That we, my love, have known. 

And there 's a sweeter joy, 

Wherever we may be ; 
Danger nor death can e'er destroy 

Our trust, O God, in thee ! 

Then, wherefore should we grieve, 
Or what have we to fear ? 
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Though home, and friends, and life, we leave, 
Our God is ever near. 

If he who made all things 

And rules them, is our own, 
Then every grief and trial brings 

Us nearer to his throne. 

Then come, my gentle bride, 

And come my child of love ; 
What if we *ve nought on earth beside % 

Our portion is above ! 

Sweep ! mighty ocean, sweep ! 

Ye winds, blow foul or fair ; 
Our God is with us on the deep ! 

Our home is everywhere. 



HYMN TO THE DEITY. 

BOWRINO. 

Ths heavenly spheres to thee, O God, attune their 
evening hymn ; 

All-wise, all-holy, thou art praised in song of sera- 
phim; 

Unnumbered systems, suns and worlds, unite to 
worship thee, 

While thy majestic greatness fills space— time- 
eternity. 
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Nature, a temple worthy thee, that beams with 

light and love, 
Whose flowers so sweetly bloom below, whose stars 

rejoice above j 
Whose altars are the mountain-cliffs that rise along 

the shore, 
Whose anthems, the sublime accord of storm and 

ocean-roar— 

Her song of gratitude is sung by spring's awaken- 
ing hours, 

Her summer offers at thy shrine its earliest, love- 
liest flowers ; 

Her autumn brings its ripened fruits, in glorious 
luxury given, 

While winter's silver heights reflect thy brightness 
back to heaven. 

On all thou smil'st— and what is man, before thy 

presence, God ? 
A breath, but yesterday inspired, — to-morrow, but 

a clod ; 
That clod shall moulder in the vale,— 4.U1 kindled, 

Lord, by thee, 
Its spirit to thine arms shall spring— to life— to 

liberty. 
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THE BIBLE. 

Sceptic, spare that book, 

Touch not a single leaf, 
. Nor on its pages look 

With an eye of unbelief; 
Twas my forefether's stay 

In the hour of agony ; 
Sceptic, go thy way, 

And let that old book be. 

That good old book of life 

For centuries has stood, 
Unharmed amid the strife, 

When the earth was drunk with blood j 
And would'st thou harm it now, 

And have its truths forgot i 
Soeptic, forbear thy blow, 

Thy hand shall harm it not. 

Its very name recalls 

The happy hours of youth, 
When in my grandsire's halls 

I heard its tales of truth. 
I 're seen his white hair flow 

O'er that volume, as he read ; 
But that was long ago, 

And the good old man is dead. 



by Google 



18 LYBIC SBMI. 

My dear grandmother, too, 

When I was but a boy, 
I 've seen her eye of blue 

Weep o'er it tears of joy ; 
Their traces linger still, 

And dear they are to me ;— 
Sceptic, forego thy will, 

Go, let that old book be. 



THE WORD OF GOD. 

Mbssaob from heaven ! I joy to receive thee ; 
Word of the Lord, I will ever believe thee ; 
Star of Redemption ! I seek for thy ray ; 
Mandate of Mercy, thy words I obey. 

Tidings of peace thou hast brought from above, 
And thy pages unfold unlimited love. 
Thy story and precept, thy promise and song, 
Shall live in my heart, and burn on my tongue. 

Companion and guide, instructer and friend, 
Illumine my pathway till error shall end; 
Till thy radiance fade 'mid eternity's blase, 
And thy song shall be lost in the seraphim's praise. 

Spirit of truth ! eternal ! divine !— 

1 render thee thanks that this message is mine. 



by Google 



LYRIC GIMS. If 

THE COMING OF THE SON OF GOD. 

A bound on the rampart, 

A sound at the gate, 
I hear the roused lioness 

Howl to her mate. 
In the thicket at midnight 

They roar for the prey, 
That shall glut their red jaws 

At the rising of day ; 
For wrath is descending 

On Zion's proud tower : 

It shall come like a cloud, 

It shall wrap like a shroud, 

Till, like Sodom, she sleeps 
In a sulphurous shower. 

For behold ! the day cometh, 

When all shall be flame; 
When, Zion ! the sackcloth 

Shall cover thy name : 
When thy bark o'er the billows 

Of Death shall be driven ; 
When thy tree, by the lightnings, 

From earth shall be riven ; 
When the oven, unkindled 
By mortal, shall burn ; 

And like chaff thou shall glow 

In that furnace of wo ; 

And, dust as thou wert, 
Thou to dust shalt return. 

Digitized by GoOgle 
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T is the darkness of darkness, 
The midnight of soul! 

No moon on the depths 

Of that midnight shall' roll. 

No starlight shall pierce 

Through that life-chilling haze ; 

No torch from the roof 

Of the temple shall blaze. 

But, when Israel is buried 
In final despair, 
From a height o'er all height, 
God of God, Light of Light, 
Her Sun shall arise — ' 
Her great Sovereign be there 1 

Then the sparkles of flame, 

From bis chariot-wheels hurled, 

Shall smite the crowned brow 
Of the god oif this world! 

Then, captive of ages ! 

The trumpet shall thrill 

From the lips of the seraph 
On Zion's sweet hill. 

For, vestured in glory, 

Thy Monarch shall come ; 
And from dungeon and cave 
Shall ascend the pale slave, 
Lost Judah shall rise, 
Like the soul from the tomb ! 
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Who rushes from heaven ? 

The angel of wrath ; 
The whirlwind his wing, 

And the lightning his path ! 
His hand is uplifted, 

It carries a sword ; 
?T is Elijah ! he heralds 

The march of his Lord ! 
Sun, sink in eclipse! 

Earth, earj h, shalt thou stand, : - 

When the cherubim wings * 

Bear the King of thy kings 7 

Wo, wo, to the. ocean ! 
Wo, wo to the land ! 

Tis the day Jong foretold, 

'T is the judgment begun ; 
Gird thy sword, Thotrmost m,ighty ! 

Thy triumph is won. 
The idol shall burn 

In his own gory shrine } 
Then, daughter of anguish, 

Thy dayspring shall shine ! 
Proud Zion, thy vale 

With the olive shall bloom, 

And .the musk rose distil 

'Its sweet dews on thy hill; 

For earth is restored, 
The great kingdom is comet 
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O! WEEP FOR THOSE. 

BYRON. 

O ! wrap for those that wept by Babel's stream, 
Whose shrines are desolate, whose land a dream ; 
Weep for the harp of Judah's broken shell ; 
Mourn— where their God hath dwelt the godless 
dwell! 

And where shall Israel lave her bleeding feet J 
And where shall Zion's songs again seem sweet J 
And Judah's melody once more rejoice 
The hearts that leaped before its heavenly roice % 

Tribes of the wandering foot and weary breast, 
How shall ye flee away and be at rest ! 
The wild dove hath her nest, the fox his care, 
Mankind their country, Israel but the grave I 

ON JORDAN'S BANKS. 
On Jordan's banks the Arab's camels stray, 
On Zion's hill the false one's votaries pray, 
The Baal-adorer bows on Sinai's steep- 
Yet there— even there— O God! thy thunders 
sleep! 

There— where thy finger scorched the tablet-stone ! 
There— where thy shadows to thy people shone !— 
Thy glory shrouded In its garb of fire— 
Thysetf-none living see, and not expire ! 

■ 
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1 ha thy lightning let thy glance appear f 
Sweep from his shivered hand the oppressor's 

spear: 
How long by tyrants shall thy land be trod I 
How long thy temple worshipless, O God ! 



IT IS FINISHED. 

It is finished!— thy greatness, O Saleral is 

strown — 
The glory is shrouded — thy dwellings are lone ; 
The song of the minstrel is hushed in thy halls, 
And the plough of the foeman goes over thy walls ! 

The Kedron is dyed with thy gore as it runs ; 
The flame in thy temple— the chain on thy sons ; 
For the blood of the guiltless is red on thy brow ; 
And the arm, that upheld thee, abandons thee now. 

It is finished .'—the work of redemption is done ; 

Hie combat is ended— the victory won ; 

The strength of the false one is vanquished and 

shorn, 
The crown of the spoiler is trampled and torn. 

And the wail of the suffering Redeemer is o'er, 
And the darkness shall rest on the Gentile no 

more; 
For the banner of truth, the sunshine, unfurled, 
Goes forth to the uttermost ends of the world. 
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*HE ANGEL'S FLIGHT. 
That mighty angel, to whose hand 

The everlasting word is given, 
Wares his broad wing o'er sea and land, 

And, soaring, cleaves the vault o'f heaven. 

And say,— shall aught oppose his flight 9 — 
Aught. dim with clouds his flaming scroll} 

No !— not till truth, with holy light, 
Shall visit every heathen soul : 

Not till blest peace shall spring to birth ; 

Till hatred sheath his useless sword; 
Not till the nations of the earth 

Become the kingdoms of the Lord. 

MILLENNIUM. 
Amibm, shine forth, thy dawning hour 
Of light is come, lo ! Salem's tower 

With holy radiance streams ; 
The glory of the Lord is risen, 
The Sun of righteousness has given 

His never setting beams. 

If such salvation's dawning gleam', 
The radiance of its rising beam, 

What will its noontide be %. ■'' 
When, in the sanctuary blest, 
Jehovah's glorious feet shall rest, 

And all his mercy see. 
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No sun shall pour that radiant noon ; 
. Lost in its brightness, shall the moon 
In darkness pass away ; 
The Lamb shall be its light divine, 
The glory of the Lord sliall shine 
In everlasting day. 



THE SONG OF ANGELS. 
t 
Hark ! hark ! with harps of gold, what anthems 

do they sing ! 
The radiant clouds have backward rolled, and 

angels smite the string ; 
Glory to God, bright wings spread glistering and 

afar,' 
And on the hallowed rapture rings, from circling 

star to star. 

Glory to God {—repeat the glad earth and the sea, 
Asid every wind, and billow feet, bears on the 

jubilee ; 
Where Hebrew bard hath sung, or Hebrew seer has 

trod, 
Each holy spot has found a tongue— let glory be to 

God. 

Soft swells the music now along the joyful choir, 
And -every seraph bends his brow, and breathes 
above his lyre ; * 
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What words of heavenly birth thrill deep our hearts 

again, 
And (all, like dew drops to the earth, peace and 

good will to men. 

Soft, jet the soul is bound with rapture, like a 

chain, 
Earth, vocal, whispers-them around, and heaven 

repeats the strain ; 
Sound, harps ! and hail the morn, with every golden 

string, ' 

For unto us this day is born a Saviour and a King. 



THE SABBATH DAT. 

day of peace, whose dawning ray 
Smiles meekly in the eastern sky ; 

1 love to own thy soothing sway, 
While earth's vain cares and tumults die. 

O day of joy, thy choral strain 
Sounds sweetly in the pilgrim's ear; 
The listening soul forgets its pain, 
And loses all its guilty fear. 

O day of love, when he who died 
Removes the sinner's load of wo, 
And, smiling, shows his wounded side, 
Whence hope, and life, and pardon flow. 
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day of rest, what heavenly calm, 
What hallowed peace thine hours impart ! 
How often has thy healing balm 
Revived and soothed the contrite heart ! 

The shades of earth shall cloud these eyes, 
Each earth-born joy be lost, unknown ; 
Yet still thy memory -shall arise, 
Till life's last lingering spark is flown. 



SABBATH MORNING. 

. BBV. MB. PXMNBT. 

How calm upon this holy day 

Morning unfolds the eastern sky, 
And upward takes her radiant way, 

Triumphant to her throne on high ; 
Earth glorious wakes, as o'er her breast 

The Morning flings her rosy ray, 
And blushing from her dreamless rest, 

Unveils her to the gaze of day ; 
So still the scene, each wakeful sound 
Seems hallowed music breathing round. 

The night winds to their mountain cares, 
The morning mists to heaven's blue steep, 

And to their ocean depths the waves 
Are gone, their holy rest to keep ; 

*T is tranquil all, around, above ; 
The forests far, which bound the scene, 
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Are peaceful as their Maker's love, 

Like hills. of everlasting green; 
And clouds, like earthly barriers, stand, 
Or bulwarks of some -viewless land. 

Each tree that lifts its arm in air, 
Or hangs its pensive head on high,. 

Seems bending at its morning prayer, 
Or whispering with the hours gone by j 

This holy morning, Lord, is thine ! 

• Let silence sanctify the praise ; 

Let heaven and earth in love combine, 
And morning stars their music raise I 

For 't is the day — joy, joy, ye dead !— 

When death and hell were captive led 1 



SABBATH DAYS, 

HENRY VAUGHAN. 

Types of eternal rest— fair buds of bliss, 
In heavenly flowers unfolding week by week ; 

The next world's gladness, imaged forth in this — 
Days of whose worth the Christian's heart can 
speak. 

Eternity in Time— the steps by which .. 

We climb to future ages— lamps that light 
Man through his darker days, and thought enrich, 

Yielding redemption for the week's dull flight. 
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A milky-way marked out through skies else drear, 
By radiant suns that warm as well as shine ; 

A clue which he who follows knows no fear, 
Though briars and thorns around his pathway 
twine, 

Days fixed by God for intercourse with dust, 
To raise bur thoughts and purify our powers ; 

Periods appointed to renew our trust, — 
A gleam of glory after six days' showers. 

Foretastes of heaven on earth— pledges of joy, 
Surpassing fancy's flight and fiction's story— 

The preludes of a feast that cannot cloy, 
And the bright out-courts of immortal glory. 

THE SABBATH BELL. 

HR8. WILSON. 

Pilgrim, that hast meekly borne 
All the cold world's bitter scorn, 
Journeying through this vale of tears, 
Till the promised land appears, 
Where the pure in heart shall dwell — 
Thou dost bless the Sabbath Bell ! 

Idler, following fashion's toys, 
Seeking, 'mid its empty joys, 
Pleasure, that must end in pain ; 
Sunshine, that will turn to rain ; 
What does whispering conscience tell, 
When thou hear'st the Sabbath Bell ! 
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Poet, dreaming o'er thy lyre, 
Wasting health and youthful fire ; 
Wooing still the phantom tame, 
For at best a fleeting name ; 
Burst the chains of fancy's spelt— 
Listen ! *t is the Sabbath BelL 

Monarch, on thy regal throne ; 
Ruler, whom the nations own ; 
Captive, at thy prison grate, 
Sad in heart, and desolate : 
Bid earth's minor cares farewell— 
Hark! it is the Sabbath Bell ! 

Statesman, toiling in the mart, 
Where ambition plays his part ; 
Peasant, browning 'neath the sun, 
'Till thy six days' work is done ! 
Every thought of business quell, 
When ye hear the Sabbath Bell ! 

Traveller, thou whom gain or taste 
Speedeth through earth's weary waste; 
Wanderer from thy native land, 
Rest thy steed and slack thy hand, 
When the seventh day's sun-beams tell, 
There they wake the Sabbath BelL 

Soldier, who on battle-plain, 

Soon may'st mingle with the slain; 

Sailor, on the dark blue sea, 
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As thy bark rides gallantly ; 
Prayer and praise become ye well, 
Though ye hear no Sabbath Bell. 

Mother, that with tearful eye 
Stand'st to watch thy first-born die, 
Bending o'er his cradle-bed ; 
Till the last pure breath has fled ; 
What to thee of hope can tell, 
Like the solemn Sabbath Bell % 

" Mourner," thus it seems to say, 
" Weeping o'er this fragile clay, 
Lift from earth thy streaming eyes, 
Seek thy treasure in the skies, 
Where the strains of angels swell 
One eternal Sabbath Bell." 



THE SABBATH EVE. 

How calmly sinks the parting son ! 

Yet twilight lingers still, 
And beautiful as dreams of hearen, 

'T is slumbering on the hill. 
Earth sleeps, with all her glorious things, 
Beneath the Holy Spirit's wings, 
And rendering back the hues above, 
Seems resting in a trance of love. 
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1 i " ' — 

Mysterious music from the pines, 

O'er yon dark rocks reclined, 
Falls like the whispered words of peace 

Upon the heavenly mind; 
And winds, with pinions steeped in dew, 
Breathe gently, as if stealing through 
From Eden's bowers, they .came to bless 
The spirit with their holiness, 

And yonder glittering throng of clouds, 

Retiring from the sky, 
So calmly move, so sweetly glow, 

They seem to fancy's eye 
Bright creatures of a better sphere 
Come down at noon to worship here, 
And from that sacrifice of love, 
Returning to their home above. 

The blue isles of the golden sea, * 

The night arch floating high, • 
The flowers, that gaze upon the heavens, 

The bright streams, leaping by, 
Are living wjth religion ; deep 
Its glories on the waters sleep, 
And mingle with the moon's pale rays, 
Like the soft light of parted days. 

The spirit of the holy eve 

Comes through the silent air, 

To feeling's hidden spring, and wakes 
The gush of music there ; 
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And the fer depths of ether beam 
So passing fair, we almost dream 
That we can rise and wander through 
Their open paths of trackless hue. 

Each soul is filled with glorious dreams, 

Each pulse is beating wild, 
And thought is soaring to the shrine 

Of glory undefiled; 
And holy inspirations start 
Forth from the temple of the heart, 
And chain — for earth's dark ties are riven— 
Our spirits to the gates of heaven. 

SABBATH EVENING. 

XDMKSTON. 

Is there a time when moments flow 
More lovelily than all beside ? 

It is, of all the times below, 
A Sabbath ere, in summer tide. 

O, then the setting sun smiles feir, 

And all below, and all above, 
The different forms of nature, wear 

One universal garb of love. 

And then the peace that Jesus beams, 
The life of grace, the death of sin, 

With nature's placid woods and streams, 
Is peace without and peace within. % 
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Delightful scene ! a wprldet rest, 
A God all love, no grief nor fear; 

A bearenly hope, a peaceful breast, ' 
A smile unsullied by a tear. 

If heaven be ever felt below, 

A scene so heavenly, sure, as this, • 
May cause a heart on earth to know 

Some foretaste of celestial bliss.. 

Delightful hour ! how soon Will night 
Spread her dark mantle o'er thy reign, 

And morrow's quick returning light 
Must call us to the world again. 

Yet will there dawn at last a day— 
A sun that never sets shall rise ; 

Night will not' veil his ceaseless ray ; 
The heavenly Sabbath never dies. 

CHRIST BLESSING THE BREAD. 

T. DALB. 

Onward it speeds ! xhe awful hour 

From Man's first fall 'decreed, 
When the dark Serpent's wrath shall bruise 

The Woman's spotless seed ; 
The foe He met— the desert path 

Triumphantly He trod ; 
But now a darker, deadlier strife 
. Awaits the Son of God I 
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Soon shall a strange and midnight gloom 

Involve the conscious hearen, 
While in Jehovah's inmost fane 

The mystic veil is riven t 
Soon shall one deep and dying groan 

The solid mountains rend, 
The yawning graves shall yield their dead, 

The buried saints ascend ! 

And yet, amid his little flock, 

Still Jesus stands, serene, 
Unawed by suffering yet to be, 

Unchanged by what hath been. 
Still beams the light of love undimmed 

In that benignant eye, 
Nor, save his own prophetic word, 

Aught speaks him soon to die ! 

He pours within the votive cup 

The rich blood of the vine, 
And, " Drink ye all the hallowed draught," 

He cries, " This blood is mine !" 
He'breaks the bread ; then clasps his hands, 

And lifts his eyes in prayer, 
" Receive ye this, and view by faith 

My body symbolled there ! 

11 For, like the wine that crowns this cup, 

My blood shall soon be shed ; 
My body broken on the cross, 

As now I break the bread ; 
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For you the crimson streams shall flow— 

For you the Hand divine 
Bares the red sword, although the heart 

That meets the blow be mine I 

"And oft your willing vows renew 

Around the sacred board, 
And break the bread and pour the wine 

In memory of your Lord t 
To drink with me the grape's fresh blood 

To you shall yet be given, 
Fresh from the deathless Vine that blooms 

In blest abodes of heaven." 



« SLEEP ON AND TAKE YOUR REST." 

■. P. BLUETT. 



» on, ye feint and felthless, 

Who could not watch to see- 
Though start grew pale to witness 

Tour Master's agony ! 
Sleep, while His spirit wrestles 

Alone, with his dread doom ; 
Now, while o'erwrung with anguish, 

He groans, "The hour is come!'* 

Hie hour—- none Time hath numbered, 

Wore ever pall so deep ! 
Earth 'neath its burden trembles, 

And heaven's bright myriads weep ; 
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And cherubim and seraph 

Stand silent round the throne 
For He who reigns in heaven, 

Spares not His only Son I 

The hour of hell's rejoicing ! 

For mighty hordes, set free, 
Proclaim, o'er a world's ruin, 

Infernal Jubilee ! 
Full soon their demon triumph 

Shall rending rocks attest j 
In this wild hour of terror, — 

" Sleep on, and take your rest." 

The hour of human madness ! 

And lo, with murderous strife, 
The blinded crowd press onward, 

To slay the Lord of life ! 
And ye, while maniac passion 

Fills every sinful breast, 
Ye, followers of Jesus— 

" Sleep on, and take your rest. 11 

O, ye who say you love him, 

Amidst a world of pride ! 
Was it to pay your ransom, 

The Lord of glory died % 
Shall sinners now betray Him, 

And pierce that holy breast, 
And ye, all feint and heartless, 

"Sleep on and take your rest !" 
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THE SAVIOUR IN PRAYER. 

T. P. LEWIS. 
" And in the morning, rising up a great while before day, 
be went out and departed into a solitary place, and there 
prayed." 

All nature, now in silence hushed, 
For morn approaching wailing stood, 

No voice was heard, save wind that rushed 
Amidst the foliage of the wood. 

Earth never heard so sweet a sound, 

Or angels sung so soft a lay, 
As those that broke, while, on the ground, 

Our Saviour gently bowed to pray. 



He prays — how sweet the accents 
Bright seraphs listen with surprise ! 

His voice perfumes the midnight air; 
No strains like these before did rise. 

He prays— all heaven astonished stands I 
TV effulgent orbs with wonder nod ; 

Amazement fills those unknown lands, 
While prostrate bows the Son of God. 

He prays— all o'er the mighty deep 
Methinks the waters cease to roll : 

Yet thoughtless man is wrapped in sleep, 
While sins press heavy on his soul. 
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He pray*— O, may I ever tread 
The way our Saviour meekly trod, 

In every path of peace he led, 
With zeal that marked the Lamb of God. 

ALL NIGHT IN PRAYER. 

WILLIAM B. TAPPAN* 

All night in prayer, while mortals slept, 
The Saviour woke on bended knee ; 

And, in the mountain, vigil kept 
Of sighs and tears, my soul ! for thee. 

Night spread her starry wing around 
His head that drooped for human wo ; 

And hastening angels sought the ground, 
Wondering to see their Maker so. 

He prayed—yet not in view of all 
The griefs his prescience understood — 

The stripes, the nails, the spear,, the gall, 
I'he crown of thorns, the cross of wood ; 

No !—nor in view of that dark hour, 
When God from him should turn his eye ; 

And hell's permitted final power 
Should triumph, when it saw him die. 

But sight of sin, and sin's desert, 
Pressed down his. soul ; and sight of men, 

Wounded to death, and to their hurt 
Rejecting Gilead,- grieved him then. 
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O Saviour ! in Judea, prayer 

Not now is breathed from lips of thine; 
That mountain is the robber's lair, — 

Its clefts rereal the Moslem's shrine. 

Yet thou art here /—this closet folds 

Not shadow, but the form I love ; 
The same who, interceding, holds 

My wants before the throne above. 

All night in prayer ! — My joyful sense 
Would fain thus spend the wakeful night ; 

Tet O, where thou art, darkness thence 
Flies, and with me 't is more than light I 

THE GARDEN OF AGONY. 

8. P. SMITH. 

The breezes are cold, as from Cedron they blow, 
And over Gethsemane quivering they go ; 
But Jesus regards not the chill of the air ; 
He came to Gethsemane's garden for prayer. 

The heavens are covered with wild-looking clouds, 
And darkness unwonted the soft starlight shrouds ; 
But Jesus beholds not the terrors they wear ; 
He came to Gethsemane's garden for prayer. 

The hours of the nightshade pass sadly away, 
And long is the time to the dawning of day : 
But though all be sadness, he lingers still there; 
He came to Gethsemane's garden for prayer. 
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Thus Jesus prepared for that ocean of wo, 

That toon, in its wrath, o'er his soul was to flow : 

The dark scenes of pain he was strengthened to 

bear; 
He was heard, when those hours he deroted to 

prayer. 

My soul, when the tempest of sorrow is high, 
Overwhelmed with thy anguish, to God lift thy cry ; 
O yield not thy thoughts to the woes of despair ; 
For God ever hears and will answer thy prayer. 

CHRIST MADE LUCE HIS BRETHREN. 

Christ had his sorrows : when he shed 

His tears, O Palestine, for thee ! 
When all but weeping females fled, 

In his dark hour of agony t 
Christ had his sorrows ; so must thou, 

If thou wilt tread the path he trod ; 
O, then, like him submissive bow, 

And love the sovereignty of God. 

Christ had his joys ; but they were not 

The joys the son of pleasure boasts ; 
O no ! 't was when his spirit sought 

Thy will, thy glory, God of hosts ! 
Christ had his joys ; and so hath he 

Who feels his spirit in his heart— 
Who yields, O God, his all to thee, 

And loves thy name for what thou art. 
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Christ had his foot; the prince of hsU 

And til his angels sought his death i 
See t human hearts with malice swell, 

And murder feign affection's breath 1 
Christ had his foes ; and so, if thou 

Shalt with him walk and near him live, 
The cruel world will hate thee now, 

And thou shalt suffer— and forgive f 

Christ had his friends ; his eye could trace, 

Through the long train of coming years, 
The chosen children of his grace, 

The full reward of all his tears ! 
Christ had his friends ; and his are thine, 

If thou to him hast bowed the knee ; 
And where those ransomed millions shine 

Shall thy eternal mansion be. 

THE CROSS. 

W. B. TAPPAN. 

Symbol of shame ! mysterious sign 
Of groans, and agonies and blood, 
Hail ! pledge of love, of peace divine, 
From God! 

Symbol of hope ! to those that stray, 

The pilgrim's vows extend to thee ; 

Star of the soul, thou guid'st the way 

To Calvary! 
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Symbol of tears ! we look and mourn 

His woes, whose soul for man was riven ; 
Where, wanderer ! is thy due return 
To heaven J 

Symbol of empire ! thou shalt rise 

And shine, where lands in darkness sit. 
On eastern domes that greet the skies, 
And minaret ! 

Symbol of glory ! when no more 

The monarch grasps his diadem, 
Thou still shalt burn when worlds are o'er, 
A peerless gem ! 



"THEY THAT SEEK ME EARLY SHALL 
FIND ME." 

W. O. CULRKB. 

Comb, while the blossoms of thy years are brightest, 

Thou youthful wanderer in a flowery maze- 
Come, while the restless heart is bounding lightest, 

And Joy's pure sunbeam trembles in thy ways ; 
Come, white sweet thoughts, like summer buds 
unfolding, 

Waken rich feelings in the careless breast, 
While yet thy hand the ephemeral wreath Is 
holding, 

Come and secure interminable rest. 
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Soon will the freshness of thy days be over, 

And thy free buoyancy of soul be flown— 
Pleasure will ibid her wing— and friend and lorer 

Will to the embraces of the worm have gone ! 
Those who now love thee will liave passed for- 
ever, 

Their looks of kindness will be lost to thee— 
Thou wilt need a balm to heal thy spirit's fever, 

As thy sick heart broods orer years to be ! 

Come, while the morning of thy life is glowing— 

Ere the dim phantoms thou art chasing die — 
Ere the gay spell, which earth is round thee 
throwing) 

Fades like the crimson from a sunset sky. 
Life is but shadows, save a promise given, 

That lights the future* with a fadeless ray- 
Come— touch the sceptre — win a hope in heaven ; 

Come, turn thy spirit from this world away. 

Then will the shadows of this brief existence 

Seem airy nothings to thine ardent soul — 
And shining brightly in the forward distance, 

Will, of thy patient race, appear the goal- 
Home of the weary— where, in peace reposing, 

The spirit lingers in unclouded bliss, 
Though o'er the dust the curtained grave Is 
closing— 

Who would not, bably, choose a lot like this! 
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THE CHRISTIAN RACE. 

Thb heart is fixed, and fixed the eye, 

And I am girded for the race : 
The Lord is strong, and I rely 

On his assisting grace ; 
Race for the swift, it must he run ; 
A prize laid up, it must be won. 

And I hare tarried longer now, 
(Pleased with the scenes of time,) 

Than fitteth those who hope to go 
To heaven, that holy clime ; 

Who hope to pluck the fruit which growl 

Where life's immortal river flows. 

The atmosphere of earth, O ! how 

It hath bedimmed the eye, 
And quenched the spirit's fervent glow, 

And stayed the purpose high ; 
And how these feet hare gone astray, 
That should have walked the narrow way 1 

Race for the swift, I must away, 

With footsteps firm and free ; 
Te pleasures that invite my stay, 

And cares are naught to me; 
For lo ! it gleameth on my eye, 
The glory of that upper sky. 
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" A prise laid up," said he who fought 

That holy fight, of old, 
Laid up in heaven for me, yet not 

For me alone that crown of gold ; 
But all who wait till Thou appear, 
Saviour, the diadem shall wear. 

Patiently wait— so help thou me, 

O meek and holy One, 
That dim although the vision be, 

The race I still may run ; 
This eye, thus lifted to the skies. 
This heart, thus burning for the prize. 



THE CHRISTIAN VOYAGER. 

MRS. SOUTHEY. 

Launch thy bark, mariner ! Christian, God speed 
thee! 
Let . loose the rudder-bands — good angels lead 
thee! 
Set thy sails warily, tempests will come ; 
Steer thy course steadily, Christian, steer home ! 

Look to the weather-bow, breakers are round thee ; 

Let fall the plummet now, shallows may ground 
thee ; 
Reef in the foresail, there ! Hold the helm fast ! 

So— -let the vessel wear— there swept the blast. 
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"What of the. night, watchman, what of the 
night * M 

" Cloudy— all quiet— no land yet— all 's right.*' 
Be wakeful, be vigilant— danger may be 

At an hour when all seemeth securest to thee. 

How! gains the leak so fast? Clear out the 
hold- 
Hoist up thy merchandise, heave out thy gold ;— 

There— let the ingots go— now the ship rights ; 
Hurra ! the harbor 's near — lo, the red lights ! 

Slacken not sail yet at inlefor island ; 
Straight for the beacon steer, straight for the 
highland ; 
Crowd all thy canvass on, cut through the foam— r 
Christian! cast anchor now — heaven is thy 
home ! 



PILGRIM, IS THY JOURNEY DREAR? 

Pilgrim, is thy journey drear % 
Are its light* extinct forever ? 

Still suppress the rising fear- 
God forsakes the righteous never ! 

Storms may gather o'er thy path, 
All the ties of life may sever — 

Still, amid the fearful scath, 
God forsakes the righteous never. 
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Pain may rack thy waiting frame, 
Health desert thy couch forever, 

Faith still burns with deathless flame, 
God forsakes the righteous never. 



"FOLLOW ME." 

C. P. ILSLBT. 

Voyaobr on life's troubled sea, 
Sailing to eternity ! 
Turn from earthly things away- 
Vain they are, and brief their stay ; 
Chaining down to earth the heart, 
Nothing lasting they impart— 
Voyager ! what are they to thee % 
Leave them all and " follow me." 

Traveller on the road of life ! 
Seeking pleasure— finding strife- 
Know the world can never give 
Aught on which the soul can live : 
Grasp not riches — see* not fame — 
Shining dust and sounding name ! 
Traveller, what are they to thee ? 
Leave them all and " follow me." 

Pilgrim through this " vale of tears !" 
Banish all thy doubts and fears ; 
Lift thine eyes— a heaven 's above ! 
Think— there dwells a God of love ! 
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Wouldsi thou favor with Him find ? 
Keep hie counsels in thy mind 7 
Pilgrim ! much He 'a done for thee ! 
Wilt thou, then, not " follow me?" 

Wanderer from the Father's throne, 
Hasten back — thy errings own : 
Turn— thy path leads not to heaven ! 
Turn— thy faults will be forgiven : 
Turn— and let thy songs of praise 
Mingle with angelic lays. 
Wanderer ! have they charms for thee % 
I know they have— then " follow me." 

BREAST THE WAVE, CHRISTIAN. 

DR. STAUOHTON. 

Bkbabt the wave, Christian, when it is strongest ; 

Watch for day, Christian, when the night's 
longest : 
Onward and onward still be thine endeavor j 

The rest that remaineth will be forever. 
Fight the fight, Christian, Jesus is o'er thee ; 

Run the race, Christian, heaven is before thee : 
He, who hath promised faltereth never ; 

The love of eternity flows on foreve'r. 

Lift the eye, Christian, just as it closeth ; 

Raise the heart, Christian, ere it repoeeth : 
Thee from the love of Christ nothing shall sever ; 

Blount when the work is done; praise Him for- 
ever! 
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PROVIDENCE. 

8. P. SMITH. 

Through all the years of childhood's prims 

Changes on changes roll ; 
Each brings its varied scenes of bliss 

Or sorrow to the soul ; 
In infant joys and infant griefs 

A little life we live— 
A miniature of all the scenes 

That future years shall give. 

But not a scene in life comes on — 

Of gladness or of tears — 
Where not the hand of him that rules 

Our mortal state appears ; 
Each change that comes, of joy or wo, 

Is fixed by heaven's decree — 
Nor would we alter aught that God 

Wished from eternity. 

O no, we would not alter aught 

That wisdom hath designed 
To train for everlasting bliss 

The wandering, wayward mind ; 
It is our joy that he we love 

Will be our guide forever ; 
Nor aught from his paternal cars 

Our interests shall sever. 
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STANZAS. 
"Wouldst thou a wanderer reclaim, 
A wild and reckless spirit tame, 
Check the warm flow of youthful blood, 
And lead a lost one back to God ? 
Pause, if thy spirit's wrath be stirred— 
Speak not to him a bitter word ; 
Speak not— that bitter word may be 
The stamp that seals his destiny ! 

If widely he has gone astray, 
And dark excess has marked his way, 
T is pitiful— but yet beware ! 
Reform must come from kindly care. 
Forbid thy parting lips to move, 
But in the gentle tones of love ; 
Though sadly his young heart hath erred, 
Speak not to him a bitter word. 

RESIGNATION. 

In trouble, and in grief, O God, 
Thy smile hath cheered my way, 

And joy hath budded from each thorn 
That round ray footsteps lay. 

The hours of pain have yielded good, 
Which prosperous days refused ; 

As herbs, though scentless when entire, 
Spread fragrance when they 're bruised. 
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The oak strikes deeper as its boughs 
By furious blasts are driven; 

So life's vicissitudes the more 
Have fixed my heart in heaven. 

All-gracious Lord ! whate'er my lot 

In other times may be, 
I '11 welcome still the heaviest grief 

That brings me near to thee. 

INFLUENCE. 

WILLIAM CUTTER. 

What if the little rain should say— 

"So small a drop as I 
Can ne'er refresh those thirsty fields— 

I '11 tarry in the sky?" 

What if a shining beam of noon 
Should in its fountain stay, 

Because its feeble light alone 
Cannot create a day ? 

Doth not each rain-drop help to form 
The cool, refreshing shower ; 

And every ray of light to warm 
And beautify the flower % 

-Go, thou— and strive to do thy share ; — 
One talent— less than thine— 

Improved with steady zeal and care, 
Would gain rewards divine. 
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PILGRIM IN THE PATH OF LIFE. 

'* I praj met that thou should** Ukt them oat of i 
world, but that thou shouldest keep them from the evil." 
John ami. 15. 

Pilgrim in the path of life, 
Fainting in the daily strife, 
Wishing, longing to be free 
From thy load of misery, 
Panting for the hearenly home, 
Where no blighting sorrows come ; 
List thy Saviour's prayer for thee, 
Wait his time to set thee free. 

Mourner, bending o'er the dead, 
From whose cheek the bloom has fled, 
Gazing in the glassy eye, 
Vainly asking for reply, 
Wishing that thy days were done, 
And thou with thy beloved one ; 
List thy Saviour's prayer for thee, 
Wait his time to set thee free. 

Youthful spirit, worn and crushed, 
All thy hopes in darkness hushed, 
Quenched each aspiration vain, 
Silent bearing grief and pain, 
Longing for the peace and love 
Of the holy courts above ; 
List thy Saviour's prayer for thee, 
Wait his time to set thee free. 
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Aged wanderer, sad and lone, 
All thy youth's companions gone, 
Like blasted trunk, round which the Tine 
Shall nerer more its tendrils twine, 
Like stranger on a foreign coast 
Weeping o'er his treasures lost ; 
List thy Saviour's prayer for thee, 
"Wait his time to set thee free. 

" Not that thou shouldest take away 
These thy creatures of a day, 
Pray I, Father, but that in 
Thy mercy thou would'st save from sin ; 
Keep them from the evil one, 
Till their course of life is run." 
This, thy Saviour prayed for thee, 
Patient wait till thou art free. 



THY WILL BE DONE. 

When sorrow casts its shades around, 
And pleasure seems our course to shun ; 
When nought but grief and care is found, 
How sweet to say, " Thy will be done." 

Take all ; but grant, in goodness free, 

That love, which ne'er thy stroke would shun ; 

Support this heart, and strengthen me 

To say In faith, " Thy will be done." 
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THE SAVIOUR'S BLESSING SOUGHT. 



Forth from the dark and stormy sky, 
Lord, to thine altar's shade we fly ; 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear, 
Saviour, we seek thy shelter here ; 
Weary and weak, thy grace we pray ; 
Turn not, O Lord, thy guests away. 

Long have we roamed in want and pain, 
Long have we sought thy rest in vain, 
Wildered in doubt, in darkness lost, 
Long have our souls been tempest-tost : 
Low at thy feet our sins we lay, 
Turn not, O Lord, thy guests away. 



REMEMBER THE POOR. 

Rembmber the Poor ! 
It fearfully snoweth, 
And bitterly bloweth ; 

Thou couldst not endure 

The tempest's wild power 
Through night's dreary hour ; 

Then pity the poor I 
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Remember the Poor ! 

The father is lying 

In that hovel, dying 
With sickness of heart ; 

No voice cheers his dwelling, 

Of Jesus' love telling, 
Ere life shall depart. 

Remember the Poor ! 

The widow is sighing, 

The orphans are crying, 
Half starving for bread ; 

With eagerness speed ye 

To succor the needy, 
Their helper is dead ! 

Remember the Poor ! 
The baby is sleeping, 
Its cheeks wet with weeping, 

On its mother's breast ; 

Whose cough, deep and hollow, 
Foretells she '11 soon follow 

Her husband to rest ! 

Remember the Poor ! 

To him who aid lendeth, 

Whatever he spendeth, 
The Lord will repay ; 

And sweet thought shall cheer him, 

And God's love be near him, 
In his dying day ! 
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RESIGNATION. 



On« prayer I have,— all prayers in one,- 

When I am wholly thine ; 
Thy will, my God, thy will be done, 

And let that will be mine. 

All-wise, almighty, and all-good, 

In thee I firmly trust ; 
Thy ways, unknown or understood, 

Are merciful and just. 

May I remember that to thee 

Whate'er I have I owe ; 
And back in gratitude from me 

May all thy bounties flow. 

Thy gifts are only then enjoyed, 

When used as talents lent ; 
Those talents only well employed, 

When in thy service spent. 

And though thy wisdom takes away, 

Shall I arraign thy will ? 
No, let me bless thy name, and say 

" The Lord is gracious still." 

A pilgrim through the earth I roam, 

Of nothing long possessed, 
And all must foil when I go home, 

For this is not my rest. 
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SUBMISSION. 

How sweet to be allowed to pray 

To God, the holy one, 
With filial love and trust to say, 

O God, thy will be done ! 

We in these sacred words can find 

A cure for every ill ; 
They calm and sooth the troubled mind 

And bid all care be still. 

O may that will, that gave me birth 

And an immortat soul, 
In joy or grief, in life or death, 

My every wish control. 

O ! could my heart thus ever pray, 

Thus imitate thy Son ! 
Teach me, O God, in truth to say, 

Thy will, not mine, be done." 

SAVE, LORD, OR WE PERISH. 
O God, that madest earth and sky, 

The darkness and the day, 
Give ear to this thy family, 

And help us when we pray ; 
For wide the waves of bitterness 

Around our vessel roar, 
And heavy grows the pilot's heart 

To view the rocky shore ! 
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The cross our Master bore for us, 

For him we fain would bear, 
But mortal strength to weakness turns, 

And courage to despair. 
Then mercy on our failings, Lord, 

Our sinking faith renew ! 
And when thy sorrows visit us, 

O send thy patience too. 



MORNING PRAYER. 

I love to rise at early day, 
While all is hushed and still, 

And hear my Saviour kindly say, 
" Come, ask me what ye will." 

I love to search his holy law, 
To hear his words of love, 

And feel his Spirit sweetly draw 
My soul to " things above." 

I love to ask, by faith and prayer, 
His Spirit's guiding ray — 

Through every scene of anxious care, 
Through life's bewildered way. 

Thus let me spend each rising hour, 
Thus close my latest days, 

Till I shall wake, to sleep no more, 
Where prayer is changed to praise. 
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THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 

MRS. HBMANS. 

Child, amidst the flowers at play, 
While the red light fades away ; 
Mother, with thine earnest eye 
Ever following silently ; 
Father, by the breeze of eve 
Cal^d thy harvest-work to leave ; 
Pray ! ere yet the dark hours be, 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Traveller, in the stranger's land, 
Far from thy own household band; 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice from this world gone; 
Captive, in whose narrow cell 
Sunshine hath not leave to dwell ; 
Sailor, on the darkening sea- 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Warrior, from the battle won 
Breathless now at set of sun; 
Woman, o'er the lowly slain 
Weeping on his burial plain ; 
Ye that triumph, ye that sigh, 
Kindred by one holy tie, 
Heaven's first star alike ye see- 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 



by Google 



LYRIC GEMB. 61 

ONE HOUR WITH THEE. 
Onb hour with thee, my God! when daylight 
breaks 
Over a world thy guardian care has kept j 
When the fresh soul from soothing slumber wakes, 
To praise the love that watched me while I 
slept ; 
When with new strength my blood is bounding 

free: 
That first, best, sweetest hour I '11 give to thee. 

One hour with thee, when busy day begins 
Her never-ceasing round of bustling care ; 
When I must meet with toil, and pain, and sins, 
And through them all thy holy cross must bear : 
• O then, to arm me for the strife, to be 
Faithful to death, I '11 kneel an hour to thee. 

One hour with thee, when rides the glorious sun 
High in mid-heaven, and parching nature feels 

Lifeless and overpowered, and man has done 
For one short hour with urging life's swift 
wheels: * • . 

In that deep pause, my soul from care shall flee, 

To make that hour of rest one hour with thee. 

One hour with thee, when sober twilight flings 
Her soothing charm o'er lawn, and vale, and 
grove; 
When there breathes up -from all created things 
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The sweet, enthralling sense of thy deep love ; 
And when its softening power descends on me, 
My swelling heart shall spend one hour with thee. 

One hour with thee, my God ! when, softly, night 
Climbs the high heaven with solemn step and 
slow; 

When the sweet stars, unutterably bright, 
Are telling forth thy praise to men below : 

then, while far from earth my thoughts would 

flee, 

1 '11 spend in prayer one joyful hour with thee. 



" CHILDREN, COME TO PRAYER." 

" O come, let us worship and bow down : let a* kneel 
before the Lord, our Maker." 

Come to the place of prayer ! 
Parents and children, come and kneel before 
Your God, and with united hearts adore 

Him whose alone your life and being are. 

Come to the place of prayer ! 
Ye band of loving hearts ; O come and raise, 
With one consent, the grateful song of praise, 

To him who blessed you with a lot so lair ! 

Come in the morning hour ! 
Who, who hath raised you from the dream of 
night f 
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Whose hand hath poured around the cheering 
light? 
Come and adore that kind and heavenly 
power. 

Come at the close of day I 
Ere wearied nature sinks in gentle rest; 
Come, and let all your sins be here confessed ; 

Come, and for his protecting mercy pray. 

Has sorrow's withering blight 
Your dearest hopes in desolation laid, 
And the once cheerful home in gloom arrayed ? 

Yet pray, for He can turn the gloom to light. 

Has sickness entered in 
Your peaceful mansion ? then let prayer ascend, 
On wings of faith, to that all-gracious Friend, 

Who came to heal the bitter pains of sin. 

Come to the place of prayer ! 
At morn', at night, in gladness or in grief- 
Surround the throne of grace ; there seek relief, 

Or pay your free and grateful homage there. 

So in the world above 
Parents and children all may meet at last, 
When this life's weary pilgrimage is past, 

To mingle their rejoicing notes of lore. 



by Google 



LYRIC GEMS. 



GO TO THE HOUSE OF PRAYER. 

W. J. ANHABUL 

Go to the house of prayer, 
If ye would hold communion sweet with heaven, 
Go, 't is a boon from God, to mortals given, — 

Seek blessings there. 

Go to the house of prayer, 
Ye Christians, when your hopes are lost in night, 
Go, on your God, the source of Life and Light, 

Cast all your care. 

Go to the house of prayer, 
When fears press down your souls, or shake your 

faith?, 
Or doubts dismay : hear what the Sariour saitb, 

" I will be there." 

Go to the house of prayer, 
If ye would wish Christ's Eden watered now ; 
Go, and around the sacred altar bow, * 

He will be there. 

Go to the house of prayer, 
Thou thoughtless one, — it is the place for thee; 
Thee God invites— there, on the bended knee, 

Rich mercies share. 

Go to the house of prayer; 
There let your hearts in holy union meet, 
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Go, cast your burdens at the Saviour's feet, 
Ye cannot bear. 

Go to the house of prayer; 
There let your strains commingle as they rise, 
While angels list through gates of Paradise, 

And breathe them there. 

Go to the house of prayer, 
If ye would hold communion sweet with heaven, 
Go, His a boon from God to mortals given, 

Seek blessings there. 



THE LARK AND THE CHRISTIAN. 

How sweet is the song of the lark when she 

springs 
To welcome the morning with joy on her wings I 
The higher she rises the sweeter she sings, 

And she sings when we hear her no more : 
When storms and dark clouds veil the sun from 

our sight, 
She has mounted above them, she shines in the 

light; 
Thus, far from the scenes that disturb and affright, 
She loves her gay music to pour. 

'Tis thus with the Christian; his willing soul 

flies 
To welcome the day-spring that streams from the 

skies; 



by Google 



66 LYRIC G£MB. 

He is drawn by its glorious effulgence to rise 
To the region from whence it is given : 

He sings on his way from this cloud-covered spot ; 

The quicker his progress, the sweeter his note ; 

When we hear him no longer, the song ceases 
not; 
It blends with the chorus of heaven. 



AN EVENING HYMN. 

Szb I daylight is fading o'er earth and o'er ocean : 
The sun has gone down on the for distant sea ; 

now, in the hush of life's fitful commotion, 
We lift our tired spirits, blest Saviour, to Thee. 

Full oft wast Thou found afar on the mountain, 
As eventide spread her dark wing o'er the 
wave — 
' Thou Son of the Highest, and Life's endless foun- 
tain, 
Be with us, we pray Thee, to bless and to save. 

And oft as the tumult of life's heaving billow, 
Shall toss our frail bark, driving wild o'er night's 
deep 
Let thy healing wing be stretched over our pillow, 
And guard us from evil though Death watch our 
sleep. 
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To God, our great Father, whose throne is in 
Heaven, 
Who dwells with the lowly and contrite in 
heart — 
To the Son and the Spirit all glory be given : 
One God ever blessed and lauded Thou art. 



AUTUMN. 

Swbet Sabbath of the year I . 

While evening lights decay, 
Thy parting steps methinks I hear 

Steal from the world away. 

Amid thy silent bowers 
T is sad, but sweet, to dwell, 

Where falling leaves and drooping flowers 
Around me breathe farewell. 

Along thy sunset skies 

Their glories melt in shade, 
And, like the things we fondly prize, 

Seem lovelier as they lade. 

A deep and crimson streak 

Thy dying leaves disclose ; 
As, on Consumption's waning cheek, 

'Mid ruin, blooms the rose. 
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Thy scene each vision brings 

Of beauty in decay ; 
Of fair and early faded things, 

Too exquisite to stay ; — 

Of joys that come no more ; 

Of flowers whose bloom is fled ; 
Of farewells, wept upon the shore; 

Of friends, estranged or dead; — 

Of all that now may seem, 

To Memory's tearful eye, 
The vanished beauty of a dream, 

O'er which we gaze and sigh. 

THE WITHERED LEAF. 

O ! mark the withered leaves that fall 

In silence to the ground ; 
Upon the human heart they call, ■ 

And preach without a sound. 

They say, " so passes man's brief year ! 

To-day his green leaves wave ; 
To-morrow, changed by time, and sere, 

He drops into the grave." 

Let wisdom be our sole concern, 
Since life's green days are brief; 

And faith and heavenly hope shall learn 
A lesson from the leaf. 
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SUMMER 'S GONE. 

MR8. NORTON. 

Hark, through the dim woods dying. 

With a moan, 
Faintly the winds are sighing— 

Summer 's gone ! 
There, when my bruised heart feeleth, 
And the pale moon her face revealelh, 
Darkly my footstep stealeth 

To weep alone. 
Hour after hour I wander, 

By men unseen — 
And sadly my young thoughts ponder 

On what hath been; — 

Summer 's gone ! 

There in our own green bowers, 

Long ago, 
Our path through the tangled flowers, 

Treading slow ; 
Oft hand in hand entwining— 
Oft side by side reclining — 
We 've watched, in its crimson shining, 

The sunset glow. 
Dimly the sun now burnetii 

For me alone — 
Spring after spring returneth, 

Thou art gone ; 

Summer's gone. 
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Still on my warm cheek playeth 

The restless breeze, 
Still in its freshness atrayeth 

Between the trees ; 
Still the blue streamlet guaheth— 
Still the proud river rusheth — 
Still the calm silence husheth 

The heart's disease ; 
But who shall bring our meetings 

Back again ? 
What shall recall thy greetings — 

Loved in vain ? 

Summer 's gone ! 



NEW-YEAR. 

8. F. SMITH. 

Thickly .they gather to the past— 
The eventful years that roll ; 

The sands of life are dropping 
The racer nears the goal— 



A The ship upon the stormy sea 
Bests not for adverse weather, 
Until she reach her port, or sink, 
Cargo and men together. 
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Thou art the racer to the goal, 
Swift o'er the level plain ; 

Thine are the rapid sands 'that roll- 
How few may yet remain ! 

Thine is the good ship on the sea, 
Tossed by the tempests round her; 

One tempest more, and all thy hopes 
Of earthly joy may founder. 

Seek then in heaven a holy arm, 

To be thy strength and stay, 
To save thy spirit from alarm, 

When all things pass away ; 

So shall a holy hope be thine, 

If future years roll o'er thee ; 
Or this, in glorious welcome, spread 

The gates of heaven before thee. 



AUTUMNAL HYMN. 

The leaves, around me falling, 

Are preaching of decay, 
The hollow winds are calling— 

" Come, pilgrim, come away ! " 
The day, in night declining, 

Says, I must too decline, 
The year, its bloom resigning— 

Its lot foreshadows mine ! 
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The light my path surrounding, 

The loves to which I cling, 
The hopes within me bounding, 

The joys that round me wing- 
All, all, like stars at even, 

Just gleam and shoot away, 
Pass on before to heaven, 

And chide at my delay. 

The friends gone there before me 

Are calling from on high, 
And happy angels o'er me 

Tempt sweetly to the sky. 
" Why wait," they say, " and wither, 

'Mid sceoes of death and sin ? 

rise to glory hither, 
And find true life begin !" 

1 hear the invitation, 

And fain would rise and come, 
A sinner to salvation, 

An exile to his home ; 
But while I here must linger, 

Thus, thus, let all I see 
Point on with faithful finger, 

To heaven, O Lord, and Thee ! 
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YOUTH AND AGE. 

SOUTHEY. 

With cheerful step the traveller 

Pursues his early way, 
When first the dimly-dawning east 

Reveals the rising day. 

He bounds along his craggy road, 

He hastens up the height, 
And all he sees and all he hears 

Administer delight. 

And if the mist, retiring slow, 

Roll round its wavy white, 
He thinks the morning vapors hide 

Some beauty from his sight. 

But when behind the western clouds 

Departs the fading day, 
How wearily the traveller 

Pursues his evening way ! 

Sorely along the craggy road 

His painful footsteps creep ; 
And slow, with many a feeble pause, 

He labors up the steep. 
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And if the mists of night close round) 
They fill his soul with fear, 

He dreads some unseen precipice, 
Some hidden danger near. 

So cheerfully does youth begin 
Life's pleasant morning stage ; 

Alas ! the evening traveller feels m 
The. fears of weary age ! 



HOW OLD ART THOU? 

Count not the days that have idly flown, 

The years that were vainly spent, 
Nor speak of the hours thou must blush to own, 
When thy spirit stands before the throne! 

To account for the talents lent. 

But number the hours redeemed from sin ; 

The moments employed for heaven : 
O, few and evil thy days have been, 
Thy life, a toilsome, worthless scene, 

For a nobler purpose given. 

Will the shade go back on thy dial-plate ? 

Will thy sun stand still on his way % 
Both hasten on ; and thy spirit's fate 
Setts on the point of life's little date ; 

Then lire, while 't is called to-day. 
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Life's waning hours, like the Sybil's page, 

As they lessen, in ralue rise ; 
O rouse thee, and live ! nor deem that man's age 
Stands in the length of his pilgrimage, 

But in the days that are truly wise. 



THOUGHTS IN OLD AGE. 

ST. GEOROB TUCKER. 

Days of my youth ! ye have glided away ; 
Hairs of my youth ! ye are frosted and gray ; 
Eyes of my youth ! your keen sight is no more ; 
Cheeks of my youth ! ye are furrowed all o'er ; 
Strength of my youth ! all yo.ur vigor is gone ; 
Thoughts of my youth! your gay visions are flown. 

Days of my youth ! I wish not your recall ; 
Hairs of my youth ! I 'm content you should fall ; 
Eyes of my' youth ! ye much evil have seen ; 
Cheeks of my youth ! bathed in tears have ye been ; 
Thoughts of my youth ! ye have led me astray ; 
Strength of my youth ! why lament your decay 7 

Days of my age ! ye will shortly be past ; 
Pains of my agel but a while can ye last ; 
Joys of my age ! in true wisdom delight ; 
Eyes of my age ! 'be religion your light ; 
Thoughts of my age ! dread not the cold sod ; 
Hopes of my age ! be fixed on your God. 
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THE UNOPENED LETTER. 

8. F. SMITH. 

Month after month the sickly youth wasted and 

pined away, 
Far from the kindred friends who in his heart's 

affections lay ; 
He left the cherished joys of home to seek a milder 

«ky, 
That waning health might be restored ;— but left 

that home— to die. 

The wintry tempests came and passed— the spring* 

dowers shed their bloom,— 
And summer shone in gorgeousness around his 

future tomb ; 
The glimmering hope was in the breast of those 

who loved him well, 
That in their own endeared abode, at home, he yet 

might dwell. 

That glimmering hope was like the light the 
autumn eve brings on; 

Serene and beautiful, but brief— too quickly fled 
and gone j 

'T was in the earliest days in which the leaf begins 
to wither, 

The joyous hope and life itself faded and fled to- 
gether. 
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Silent and feeble lay the youth, while ebbed the 

living tide ; 
Strangers were all save one, who sat attentive at 

his side ; 
A letter came from those he loved— written with 

hearts of joy — 
A letter full of tenderness— sent to their darling 

boy. 

"Lay it aside" — he said, as life its sands was 

spending fast ; 
Heaven's holy hope shone in his soul— earth from 

his memory passed ; 
That letter— it was laid aside— affection's anxious 

token; 
The sainted spirit rose to God— the seal remained 

unbroken. 



A BRIGHTER WORLD THAN THIS. 



O ! when I trod Life's early ways, 

Hope winged my fleeting hours, 
I saw no shadow in her rays, 

No serpent in her flowers ; 
I thought on days of present joy, 

And years of future bliss, 
Nor deemed that sorrow could alloy 

So bright a world as this. 
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Alas ! the fairy dreams I wore 

Soon from my fancy fled, 
The friends who owned my tender lore, 

Were numbered with the dead; 
Upon their pallid lips I pressed 

Affection's parting kiss, 
They left me for a world of rest, 

A brighter world than this. 



Nor did the spacious world supply 

Those ties of opening life, 
False was its mocking flattery, 

Keen was its bitter strife ; 
And then I first began to look 

For purer, truer bliss, 
And loved to trace, in God's own book, 

A brighter world than this. 

My wounded heart desired relief, 

I found the good I sought; 
And now, in trial and in grief, 

I feel the soothing thought, 
That though the worldling may despair, 

When robbed of earthly Mies, 
The Christian humbly hopes to share 

A brighter world than this. 
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LIFE'S LTTTLE LINES. 

O. W. DOANB. 

Life's little lines, how short, how faint! 

How fast they fade away ; 
Its highest hopes, its brightest joys, 

Are compassed in a day. 

Youth's bright and mild and morning light, 

. Its sunshine and its showers, 
Its hopes and fears, its lores and tears, 

Its heedless, happy hours ; 
And 'manhood's high and brightened noon, 

Its honors, dangers, cares, 
The parent's pains, the parent's joys, 

The parent's anxious prayers, 
Fade in old age's evening gray. 

The twilight of the mind ; 
Then sink in deatti's long, dreamless night, 

And leave no trace behind. 

Yet though so changing and so brief, 

Our life's eventful page, 
It has its charm for every grief, 

Its joy for every age. ' 

In youth's, in manhood's golden hours, 
Loves, friendships, strew the way 

With April's earliest, sweetest flowers, 
And all the bloom of May ; 



by Google 



80 LYRIC GEMS. 

And when old age, with wintry hand! 

Has frosted o'er the head, 
Virtue's fair fruits survive the blast! 

When all besides are fled ; 
And faith, with pure unwavering eye, 

Can pierce the gathered gloom, 
And smile upon the spoiler's rage, 

And live beyond the tomb. 

Be ours, then, virtue's deathless charm, 

And faith's untiring flight; 
Then shall we rise from death's dark sleep, 

To worlds of cloudless light. 

"WHAT IS LIFE?" 

What is life ?— a sensitive flower, 
Blown in a moment, gone in an hour; 
Caressed by the zephyr, consumed by the blast; 
To-day in its glory, to-morrow 't is past. 

What is life ?— a shadow, a dream, 
The last pale light of the waned moon's beam ; 
The tone of a wind-harp or roar of a wave, 
A moment it lingers, the next is its grave. 

What is life %— the meteor's glow, 
The fleetest time on the fading bow ; 
It gleams o'er the ocean, subsists on the air, 
Now it is beaming, and now is— where ? 
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What ia life ?-*-the curving wave, 
Fresh flowers strewed o'er the sterile grave, 
The moon-lit gem on the mountain's crest, 
A wearisome- vision, — the fleetest, the best. 

What is life 7— the fire-fly's spark, 

On eternity's ocean a fast filling bark ; 

A sigh, a low murmur, a hoarse troubled moan, 

A convulsive, deep gurgle, down, down it is gone. 



BROKEN TIES. 

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 

The broken ties of happier days, w 

How often do they seem 
To come before our mental gaze 

Like a remembered dream ; 
Around us each dissevered chain 

In sparkling ruin lies, 
And earthly hand can ne'er again 

Unite these broken ties. 

The parent of our youthful home, 

The kindred that we loved, 
Far from our arms perchance may roam, 

To desert seas removed. 
Or we have watched their parting breath, 

And closed their weary eyes, 
And sighed to think, how sadly death 

Can break all human ties. 



by Google 



82 LYRIC GEMS. 

The friends, the loved ones of our youth : 

They, too, are gone, or changed ; 
Or, worse than all, their love and truth 

Are darkened or estranged. 
They meet us in the glittering throng, 

With cold, averted eyes, 
And wonder that we weep their wrong, 

And mourn our broken ties. 

O ! who in such a world as this, 

Could bear their lot of pain, 
Did not one radiant hope of bliss 

Unclouded yet remain % 
That hope the sovereign Lord has given, 

Who reigns above the skies ; 
Hope that unites our souls to Heaven, 

By faith's endearing ties. 

Each care, each ill of mortal birth, 

Is sent in pitying love 
To lift the lingering heart from earth 

And speed its flight above. 
And every pang that wrings the breast, 

And every joy that dies, 
Tells us to seek a purer rest, 

And trust to holier ties. 
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HOPE. 

I marked in morn, a lovely flower 1 — 

Its leaves were opening wide ; 
But long before the noontide hour, 

It withered, drooped and died. 

" This world " indeed 's " a fleeting show ;" 
Hope's visions, friendship, love, 

Are plants that bud awhile below, 
But only bloom above. 

Still there 's a rainbow to the tear, 

By Hope's reflection given, 
Her sun may set in shadows here, 

It beams unveiled in heaven. 



THE HARVEST OF THE LORD. 

The angel comes, he comes to reap 

The harvest of the Lord ! 
O'er all the earth, with fatal sweep, 

Wide waves his flaming sword. 

And who are they, in sheaves to bide 
The fire of anguish bound 7 

The tares, whose rank luxuriant pride 
Choked the lair crop around. 
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And who are they, reserved in store, 
God's treasure-house to fill % 

The wheat, a hundred-fold that bore 
Amid surrounding ilL 

O King of mercy ! grant us power 

The fires of sin to flee : 
In thy destroying angel's hour, 

O gather us to thee ! 

A THOUGHT" ON DEATH. 

MBS. BARBAULD. 

When life, as opening buds, is sweet, 
And golden hopes the spirit greet, 
And youth prepares his joys to meet, 

Alas ! how hard it is to die ! 
When scarce is seized some borrowed priie, 
And duties press ; and tender ties 
Forbid the soul from earth to rise, 

How awful then it is to die ! 

When one by one those ties are lorn, 
And friend from friend is snatched forlorn, 
And man is left alone to mourn, 

Ah ! then how easy 't is to die ! 

When trembling limbs refuse their weight, 
And films, slow gathering, dim the sight, 
And clouds obscure the mental light, 

*T is nature's precious boon to die ! 
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When faith is strong, and conscience clear, 
And words of peace the spirit cheer, 
And visioned glories half appear, 

'T is joy, 't is triumph then to die ! 



GATHER RIPE FRUITS, O DEATH! 

THOMAS BRAGG. 

Gather ripe fruits, O Death ! 
Strew not the pathway of the tomb with flowers ; 
Invade not childhood with thy withering breath, 
Pass on, and touch not youth's bright sunny 
bowers. 

There are enough for thee 
Of hearts that long for thy serene repose, 
That fain among the lowly-laid would-be, 
Pierced deep with festering wounds that will not 
close. 

Go to the desolate, 
Whom thou hast" robbed of every star-bright thing, . 
On whom the smiles of hope no longer wait, 
Whose loves have passed upon the morning's 
wing. 

Go to the wearied frame, 
That seeks to shimber on the grave's cold breast, 
That finds life's pleasures but an empty name, 
And longs to flee away and be at rest. 



by Google 



86 LYEICGEM8. 

Go to the saints of God, 
Whose souls are weary of the world and sin, 
Who lain would tread the path their Saviour trod, 
And greet the tomb that lets heaven's glories in. 

Take these, take these to rest, 
But smite not childhood in its mirthful play, 
Snatch not the infant from its mother's breast, 
Steal not the loved and loving ones away ! 

Gather ripe fruits, O Death > 
Strew not the pathway of the tomb with flowers ; 
Invade not childhood with thy withering breath, 
Pass on, and touch not youth's bright fragrant 
bowers. 



THE HOUR OF DEATH. 



Lbavbb have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath, 

And stars to set ; but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death 1 

Day is for mortal care, 
Eve for glad meetings round the joyous hearth, 

Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of 
prayer 
But all for thee, thou Mightiest of the earth. 
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The banquet hath its hour, 
Its feverish hour of mirth, and song, and wine ; 

There comes a day for griefs o'erwhelming 
power, 
A time for softer tears, but all are thine. 

Youth and the opening rose 
May look like things too glorious for decay, 

And smile at thee ; but thou art not of those 
That wait the ripened bloom to seize their prey. 

Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath, 

And stars to set; but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death! 

We know when moons shall wane, 
When summer-birds from far shall cross the sea, 

When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden 
grain, 
But who shall teach us when to look for thee f 

Is it, when Spring's first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie % 

Is it when roses in. our paths grow pale f 
They have one season : all are ours to die t 

Thou art where billows foam, 
Thou art where music melts upon the air ; 

Thou art around us in our peaceful home, 
And the world calls us forth, and thou art there. 
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Thou art where friend meets friend, 
Beneath the shadows of the elm to rest; 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets 
rend 
The skies, and swords beat down the princely 
crest. 

Leaves hare their time to foil, 
And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath, 

And stars to set ; but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death ! 



SPIRIT! THY LABOR IS O'ER. 

Spirit t thy labor is o'er, 
Thy term of probation is run, 
Tbf steps are now bound for the untrodden shore, 
* And the race of immortals begun. 

Spirit ! look not on the strife, 
Or the pleasures of earth with regret — 
Pause not on the threshold of limitless life, 
To mourn for the day that is set. 

Spirit ! no fetters can bind, 
No wicked have power to molest; 
There the weary, like thee— the wretched shall find 
A haven, a mansion of rest.. 
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Spirit ! how bright is the road, 
For which thou art on the wing! • 
Thy home it will be whh thy Saviour and God, 
Their loud hallelujahs to sing. 



LONGING TO BE WITH CHRIST. 



To Jesus, the crown of my hope, 
My soul is in haste to be gone : 
O, bear me, ye cherubim, up, 
And waft, me away to his throne ! 

My Saviour ! whom absent I love ; 
Whom, not having seen, I adore j 
Whose name is exalted above 
All glory, dominion, and power. 

Break off, then, these bonds, that detain 
My soul from her portion in Thee ; 
O strike off this adamant chain, 
And make me eternally free. 

Then that happy era begins, 
When arrayed in thy glories I shine, 
Nor grieve any more, by my sins, 
The bosom on which I recline ! 
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O, then shall the veil be removed, 
And round me thy brightness be poured, 
I shall meet him whom, absent, I loved, 
And see whom, unseen, I adored 1 

And then, never more shall the fears, 
And trials, temptations, and woes, 
Which darken this valley of tears, 
Intrude on my blissful repose I 

Or, if yet remembered above, 
Remembrance no sadness shall raise ; 
They '11 be but new signs of thy love, 
New themes for my wonder and praise ! 

Thus the stroke, which from sin and from pain 
Shall set me eternally free, 
Will but strengthen and rivet the chain, 
Which binds me, my Saviour, to Thee I 

I HAVE NO FATHER THERE 

I saw a wide and well-spread board, 
And children, young and fair, 

Came one by one — the eldest first, 
And took their stations there. 

All neatly clad and beautiful, 

And with familiar tread, 
They gather round with joy to feast 

On meats and snow-white bread. 
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Beside the board the father sat ; 

A smile his features wore, 
As on the little group he gazed. 

And told their portions o'er. 

A meagre form arrayed in rags, 

Before the threshold stood ; 
A half-starved child had wandered there 

To beg a little food. 

Said one—" Why standest here, my dear? 

See, there 's a vacant seat 
Amid the children,— and enough 

For them and thee to eat." 

" Alas for me ! " the child replied, 

In tones of deep despair, 
" No right have I amid yon group, — 

I have no father there." 

O hour of fate, when from the skies, 

With notes of deepest dread, 
The far-resounding trump of God 

Shall summon forth the dead, — 

What countless hosts shall stand without 

The heavenly threshold fair, 
And gazing on the blest, exclaim, 

" I have no Father there ! " 
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THE SONG OF SPIRITS. 

Sistkb spirit, linger not ! 

Heaven unclasps its gates for thee ; 
Through the starry portals rolleth 

More than mortal minstrelsy. 

Fix thine eye on things of heaven ; 

Earthly shadows flee away ; 
And the joyful hour approacheth, 

Heralding eternal day. 

Paleness mantles o'er thy cheek, 
Languor shrouds the tearless eye, 

O'er thy brow Death's dews are streaming; 
—Sister, is it hard to die ? 

Coldly flows the chilling tide, 
And its waters chafe the shore : 

Tet the.soothed waves in their calmness, 
Soon may waft thy spirit o'er. 

When thy feet shall touch the brim, 
And the Ark of Peace be with thee, 

Wave on wave, in haste retreating, 
Walls on either side shall be. 

Venture in, thqu child of clay, 
And possess thy heavenly home. — 

" Earth no more detains my spirit: 
Angel guards, I come ! I come ! " 
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"I AM GOING." 

" I am going." Gentle spiritr-go 

Back to thy native skies. 
Go ! where Siloa's waters flow, . 

And Zion's mountains rise. 

Go— where the summer ever glows, 

The flowers ever bloom ; 
Go— where the night no shadow throws, 

Nor sin, its darker gloom. 

Go— where no sorrows wring the heart, 

Where care cannot annoy, 
And where the only tears that start 

Are tears of gushing- joy. 

To that glad city go— whose street 

By seraph feet is trod, 
Where prophets, saints and martyrs meet 

To hymn the praise of God ; 

Where they, who ran like thee the race, 

Have found a joyous rest ; 
Have seen their Master face to face, 

And leaned upon His breast* 

The angel standeth at the gate, 

His eyes with rapture glow ; 
Thy sister spirits for thee wait, 

Go— gentle spirit— go. 
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GO TO THY BEST. 

Go to thy rest, my child, 
Go to thy dreamless bed, 

Gentle and undefiled, 
With bieasingB on thy head, 

Freeh roses in thy hand, 
Buds on thy pillow laid ; 

Haste from this fearful land, 
Where flowers so quickly fade. 

Before thy heart had learned 
In waywardness to stray ; 

Before thy feet had turned 
The dark and downward way ; 

Ere sin had seared the breast, 
Or sorrow woke the tear ; 

Rise to thy home of rest, 
In yon celestial sphere. 

Because thy smile was fair, 
Thy lip and eye so bright, 

Because thy cradle-care 
Was such a fond delight, — 

Shall lore, with weak embrace, 
Thy heavenward wing detain 9 

No I— angel, seek thy place 
Amid heaven's cherub train. 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF A DYING CHRISTIAN. 

Parting soul ! the flood awaits thee, 
And the billows round thee roar ; 

Yet look on the crystal city 

Stands on yon celestial shore : 
There are crowns and thrones of glory, 
There the living waters glide, 
There the just in shining raiment, 
Standing by ImmanueFs side. 

Linger not— the stream is narrow, 
Though its cold, dark waters rise : 
He who passed the flood before thee 
Guides thy path to yonder skies. 
Hark! the sound of angels' hymnings 
Rolls harmonious o'er thine ear; 
See ! the walls and golden portals 
Through the mists of death appear. 

Soul, adieu !— this gloomy sojourn 
Holds thy captive feet no more ; 
Flesh is dropped, and sin forsaken, 
Sorrow done, and weeping o'er. 
Through the tears thy friends are shedding, 
Smiles of hope serenely shine ; 
Not a friend remains behind thee, 
But would change his lot for thine. 
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MONUMENTAL INSCRIPTION. 

MRS. HEMANS. 

Earth, guard what here we lay in holy trust, 
That which hath left our home a darkened place, 
Wanting the form, the smile, now veiled with dust, 
The light departed with our loveliest face ; 
Yet from thy bonds undying hope springs free ; 
We have but lent our beautiful to thee. 

But thou, O Heaven, keep, keep what thou hast 

taken, 
And with our treasure keep our hearts on high; 
The spirit meek, and yet by pain unshaken, 
The faith, the love, the lofty constancy— • 
Guide us where these are with our blessed flown ; 
They were of Thee, and thou hast claimed thine 

own. 

THE INFANT'S GRAVE. 

" For we Borrow not as those who are without bop*.*' 
I marked when the lonely mourner strayed 

By the shade of the waving willow, 
Where the blighted hope of her heart was laid, 

With the verdant sod for its pillow. 

J marked when the cypress bough she wreathed, 

To hang o'er its lowly dwelling, 
That her quivering lip in silence breathed 

The sigh that her bosom was swelling. 
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But I heard not the bitter wail of grief, 
As when sorrow the heart is rending; 

For she knew where the wretched find relief, 
And in prayer she was meekly bending. 

I heard her in murmured accents breathe 

Her hope of a blissful meeting, 
When the just shall from kindred saints receive 

In heaven a joyful greeting. 

I knew by the beam of her tearful eye, 

As its fervor was slowly kindled, . 
That the light of faith in her soul Was high, 

And its joy with her grief was mingled. 

I saw her, as calmjy she turned away 
From the spot where her babe was sleeping; 
'. And knew that she thought of the promised day 
When the mourner shall rest from weeping. 



CALM ON THE SOSOM OF THY GOD. 

Calm on the bosom of thy God, 

Fair spirit, rest thee now; 
E'en while this earth was thine abode, 

His seal was on thy brow. 

Dust, to its narrow house beneath, 
Soul, to its home on high— ,. 

Who that hath seen thy look in death, 
But counts it gain to die ? 
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GRENVILLE MELLEN. 

" Another Harp U broken, and the ■train* thai trembled 
npon its strings are now heard in Heaven ! " 

Akothbr, and another ; 

They are going, one by one ; 
The golden bowl is broken, 

And life's silrer thread is spun— 
In the perfect pride of manhood, 

With its glory on his brow, 
And feme's wreath upon his temples— 
But that is nothing now ! 
For it cannot lift the veil that's drawn so closely 

o'er his eyes, 
Nor break the solemn, mystic seal, that on his 
fine lips lies ! 

O chaste and sweetly beautiful 

Were the breathings of thy lyre, 
For genius, like a living coal, 

Had touched thee with its fire ; 
The light shed from thy musings 
Had its birth-place in thy mind, 
Where all the finer faculties 
Of intellect were shrined. 
O the world thy name is speaking— its lament lor 

thee is loud- 
Bat thou canst not hear its praises through the 
foldings of the shroud. 
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Thou hast put on the garments 

Of the redeemed in heaven, 
And the harp whereon the angels play 

Hath to thy hand been given ! », 

For the poet's earthly laurel— 

For his bright but cold renown — 
Thou hast won thine immortality, 
And wear'st a fadeless crown ! 
We will miss thy song, O minstrel ! from the true 

bards of our land — 
Ours is the loss, but thine the gain, amid that 
shining band. 



THE PASTOR'S FUNERAL. 

H. 8. -WASHBURN. 

Father, gathered round the bier, 
Aid thy weeping children here; 
All our stricken hearts deplore, 
Loss of him, we meet no more. 

Tender are the rites we pay, 
Pastor, o'er thy sleeping clay ; 
We, who late the welcome gave, 
Must we bear thee to thy grave % 
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Earth, unto thy faithful trust. 
We commit this precious dust ; 
There, by pain no more oppressed) 
Brother, thou wilt sweetly rest. 

Glorious will that morning break, 
When the dead in Christ shall wake; 
Joy and grief our bosoms swell, 
Brother, Pastor, Guide, farewell ! 



TO MY BOY IN HEAVEN. 

Thb nursery shows thy pictured wall, 

Thy bat, thy bow, 
Thy cloak and bonnet, club and ball, 

But where art thou ? 
A corner holds thy empty chair, 
Thy playthings idly scattered there 
But speak to us of our despair. 

Even to the last thy every word, 

To glad, to grieve, 
Was sweet as sweetest song of bird 

On summer's eve ; 
In outward beauty undecayed, 
Death o'er thy spirit cast no shade, 
And like the rainbow thou did'st fade. 

We mourn for thee, when cold blank night 
The chamber fills ; 
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We pine for thee, when morn's first light 

Reddens the hills ; 
The sun, the moon, the stars, the sea, 
All, tq the wall flower and wild pea, 
Are changed— we saw the world through thee 1 

And though, perchance, a smile may gleam 

Of casual mirth, 
It doth not own, whatever may seem, 

An inward birth : 
We miss thy small step on the stair ; 
We miss thee at thioe evening prayer ; 
All day we miss thee everywhere. 

Yet 't is sweet balm to our despair, 

Fond, fairest boy ! 
That heaven is God's, and thou art there, 

With Him in joy : 
There past are death and all its woes ; 
There beauty's stream forever flows ; 
And pleasure's day no sunset knows. 

Farewell then— for a while farewell — 

Pride of my heart! 
It cannot be that long we dwell, 

Thus torn apart ; 
Time's shadows like the shuttle flee : 
And, dark however life's night may be, 
Beyond the grave, I '11 meet with thee. 
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THE GRAVE. 

N. DBBRHtO. 

Mark this lowly mound, 

Where the rank weeds wave j 
Mortal, thou art bound 

Hither — 't is the grave ! 
Though no sculptured stone 

Now the tale reveals ; 
Tet, a spirit-tone 

From beneath it steals. 

Listen ! it declares 

" Here the weary rest ;" 
And its tenant fares 

As a bidden guest ; 
As a guest assured 

Of a welcome there ; 
Free from toils endured— 

Sorrow, want and care. 

There the wanderer knows 

That his goal is won ; 
There he can repose, 

Now his task is done. 
There the broken heart 

Checks its bitter moan ; 
There affliction's smart 

Ceases— and is gone. 
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There the slave is free ! 

There the galling chain 
And the lash will be 

Heeded not again ; 
There vice fails to wrong) 

And its reign is o'er ; 
There friends, parted long, 

Meet, to part no more. 

Welcome, peaceful bed ! 

When our lamps expire, 
Though no tear be shed, 

Though no tuneful choir 
Chant in mournful strains, 

While around our bier ; 
Yet, a rest remains, 

Long denied us here. 



MY LATEST WISH. 

O ! mar not far my senseless dust, 
When I have breathed my latest sigh— 

The grave is faithful to its trust, 
Where'er the silent ashes lie. 

The nearest resting-place Is best, 
Yet would I sleep 'neath hallowed sod ; 

Then take me to the green hill's breast, 
And lay me by the man of God. 
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And if the parting soul may know 
One last fond wish, to earth allied, . 

Be thou, who blessed my path betow. 
In death, not severed from my side. 

"We shared one faith, one hope, one home, 
We trod in love" the narrow way j" 

Nor ask we for a costly dome 
To rise above our silent clay* 

A stone, perchance, to mark the place 
To fond affection's lingering eye ; 

A line, to tell what truth may trace, 
Here sinners, saved by Jesus, lie. • 

And if, as mine the longest years, 
Mine should the earliest summons be, 

Seek thou the spot, but not in tears, 
Save tears of joy, io think of me. 

Think how I oft have longed to soar 

Beyond this transitory scene, 
My Lord and Saviour to adore, 

And be where I shall then have been, 

Think of the hour when we shall meet, 

The resurrectfon hymn to raise ; 
To cast our crowns at Jesus' feet, 
* And praise Him more than angels praise. 
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THE HOUSE OF THE LIVING. 

sorrowful pilgrim in life's troubled way, 
Why mourn'st thou in anguish o'er nature's decay ? 
Why weep that the spirit, unfettered and free, 
From regions of glory lories down upon thee % 

The loved one here resteth in dreamless repose, 
Unmoved by life's tempest, so wildly that blows ; 
Why then dost thou linger with sorrowful tread ? 
Why call this lone dwelling *' the house of the 
dead?" 

The mouldering mantle {he spirit left here, 
In glory and brightness again will appear ; 
. Mourn not that she fled in the prime of her years, 
From this region of agony, sorrow and tears. 

How sweet were the accents which rose on her 

breath, 
When passing the valley and shadow of death ; 
When .to God, her Redeemer, her hope and her 

stay, 
Her glorified spirit passed swiftly away. 

More cheerfully pass, then, through life's weary 

way, 
Nor mourn thou in anguish o'er nature's decay ; 
Nor grieve that the spirit, unfettered and free, 
From regions of glory looks down upon thee. 



by Google 



106 LYRIC OEMS. 



MEMENTO MOBI. 

Millions of feet once traversed here; 

Where are the absent spirits ? 
Each, in a dark or glorious sphere, 
Its own reward inherits ; 
Where they are fled we soon shall fly, 
And join them in eternity. 

The crowds who earth's arena tread, 

Each busy in his station, 
Are few, compared with all the dead 
Of every age and nation ; 
The world of life counts millions o'er — 
That of the dead hath many more. 

It is a solemn thought, that we, 

Life's little circle rounded, 
Must launch upon that endless sea 
Which shore hath never bounded ; 
A sea of happiness and love, 
Or depths below and clouds above. 

A holy Judge— a righteous doom — 

A bar where none dissemble ; — 
A short, quick passage to the tomb- 
How should we stop and tremble ! 
Great God ! as years pass swiftly by, 
Write on each heart, Thou, thou must die ! 
1 
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THE DEPARTED. 

8. F. SMITH. 

Whbk spirits from their cumbering clay 
Ascend to heaven's bright shore, 

Our hoping hearts with triumph say — 
" Not lost, but gone before." 

The wheel lies broken at the fount, 

The pitcher at the spring ; 
But upward doth the spirit mount. 

And notes of glory sing. 

Then calmly may our spirits bow 

Beneath affliction's rod ; 
Who, who would murmur that his friend 

U safe in joy and God ? 



PROSPECT OF DEATH. 



Whbn sailing on this troubled sea, 
Of pain, and tears, and agony, 
Though wildly roar the waves around, 
With restless and repeated sound, 
T is sweet to think that on our eyes 
A lovelier clime shall yet arise ; — 
That we shall wake from sorrow's dream, 
Beside a pure and living stream. 
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Tet we must suffer here below, 
Unnumbered pangs of grief and wo; • 
Nor must the trembling heart repine. 
But all unto its God resign.; 
In weakness, and in pain made known, 
His powerful mercy shall be shown, 
Until the fight of faith is o'er, 
And sin shall vex the soul no more. 



THE CHRISTIAN IN THE PROSPECT OF 
DEATH. 



O most delightful hour by man 

Experienced here below, 
The hour that terminates his span, 

His folly, and his woe. 

Worlds should not bribe me back to tread 

Again life's dreary waste, 
To see again my day o'erspread 

With all the gloomy past. 

My home henceforth is in the skies, 

Earth, seas,' and sun, adieu ! 
All heaven unfolded to my eyes — 

I have no sight for you. 
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So speaks the Christian, firm possessed 

Of faith's supporting rod, 
Then breathes his soul into its rest, 

The bosom of bis God. 



THE SAILOR'S GRAVE. 

Not in the church-yard shall he sleep, 

Amid the silent gloom, 
His home was on the mighty deep, 

And there shall be his tomb. 

For him break not the grassy turf, 

Nor turn the dewy sod ; 
His dust shall rest beneath the surf, - 

His spirit with its God. 

He loved his own bright, deep blue sea, 

O'er it he loved to roam ; 
And now his winding-sheet shall be 

That same bright ocean's foam. 

Though sea and sky fierce war would wage, 

And bellowing thunder roll, 
He heeded not the tempest's rage,— 

'T was music to his soul. 

He acted well the sailor's part, 
So generous and brave, 
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And boundless as his noble heart, 
So wide shall be his grave. 

No Tillage bell shall toll for him 
Its mournful, solemn dirge; 

The winds shall chant a requiem 
lb him beneath the surge. 



THE BURIAL GROUND. 

Ths dead are everywhere ! 
The mountain side; the plain; the wood profound; 
All the wide earth—the fertile and the fair, 

Is one vast burial ground ! 

Within the populous street; 
In solitary homes ; in places high ; 
In pleasure domes, where pomp and luxury meet, 

Men bow themselves to die. 

The old man at his door; 
The un weaned child, murmuring its wordless Song ; 
The bondman and the free ; the rich, the poor ; 

All, all to death belong 1 

The sunlight gilds the walls 
Of kingly sepulchres, inwrought with brass; 
And the long shadow of the cypress falls 

Athwart the common grass. 
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The living of gone time 
Builded their glorious cities by the sea ; 
And awful in their greatness sat sublime, 

As if no change could be. 

There was the eloquent tongue ; 
The poet's heart ; the sage's soul was there ; 
And loving women, with their children young ; 

The faithful and the fair. 

They were, but they are not ; 
Suns rose and set-, and earth put on her bloom, 
Whilst man, submitting to the common lot, 

Went down into the tomb. 

And still amid the wrecks 
Of mighty generations passed away, 
Earth's boonest growth, the fragrant wild flower 
decks 

The tombs of yesterday. 

And in the twilight deep, 
Goes veiled woman forth, like her who went, 
Sister of Lazarus, to the grave to weep, 

To breathe the low lament. 

The dead are every where ! 
Where'er is love, or tenderness, or faith ; 
Where'er is power, pomp, pleasure, pride j where'er 

Life is or was, is death. 
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DUSTT TO DUST. 

Dust to dust ! the tolimg bell 
Peals the mournful /' Fare thee well ! " 
Dust to dust ! the solemn dcura 
Warns again of doom to come. . 
Dust to dust ! the good and brave, 
Great and lowly, lord and slave, 
Wrinkled age with silver hair, 
Youth and strength and beauty feir, 
Both the guilty und the just . 
Own the doom of dust to dust !• . 

Pass the solemn pageant by !.■.•" 

Who shall be the next to die * 

Who shall read his neighbor's face, 

And the mystic dooming trace ?. 

He of firmest heart and limb, 

Death may soonest call for him ; 

While the victim, lingering ill, 

Breathes the air of heaven sflU. 

While there 's life, there 'a hope and trust, 

Till the hour of dust to dust ! 

Honored ashes, noble clay 
Mingles with the dust to-day. 
Drooping round the sable urn, 
See a mighty nation mourn. 
Glorious in memory's breath, 
Now the soldier sleeps in death. 
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la the earth he loved to plough, 
Lowly dwells the farmer now. 
Lifted to a nation's trust, 
Falls the ruler, dust to dust! 

Dust to dust ! The story 's told ; 
O'er the dust the stone is rolled ; 
And where darts the spirit then ? 
That must fill the thoughts of men, 
Dust to dust ! what power may save 
Mortal du«* from earthly grave 7 
Dust to dust ! the chant of doom, 
While we hasten to the tomb. 
Man is feeble, God is just ! 
Reqtdeacat I Dust to dust ! 



WHAT IS DEATH* 

MRS. OILMAN 

11 Mothbr, how still the taby lies— 
I cannot hear his breath ; 
I cannot see his laughing eyes— 
They tell me this is death. 

My little work I thought to bring 
And sit down by his bed, 

And presently I tried to sing: 
They hushed me— he is dead. 
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They say that he again will rise, 

More beautiful than now ; 
That God will bless him in the skies,— 

O, mother, tell me how» " 

" Daughter, do you remember, dear, 
The cold dark thing you brought, 
And laid it on the casement here, 
A withered worm, you thought } 

I told you that Almighty power 
Could break the withered shell, 

And show you, in a future hour, 
Something would please you well. 

Look at the chrysalis, my love, 

An empty shell it lies ; 
Now raise your wandering glance above, 

To where yon insect flies i " 

" O, yes, mamma ! how very gay 

Its wings of starry gold— 

And see ( it lightly flies away 

Beyond my gentle bold ! 

O, mother, now I know full well— 
If God that worm can change, 

And draw it from this broken cell, 
On golden wings to range— 
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How beautiful will brother be, 
When God shall fire him wings, 

Above this dying world to flee, 
And live with heavenly things ! " 



BLESSED ARE THE DEAD. 

MBS. SIGOUBNBV. 

Thby dread no storm that lowers. 

No perished joys bewail, 
They pluck no thorn-clad flowers, 

Nor drink of streams that fail ; 
There is no tear-drop in their eye, 

Nor change upon their brow, 
The placid bosom heaves no sigh, 

Though all earth's idols bow. 

Who are so greatly blessed ? 

From whom hath sorrow fled f 
Who find such deep, unbroken rest, 

While all things toil 1— The dead ! 
The holy dead !— Why weep ye so 

Above their sable bier? 
Thrice blessed ! they have done with woe,— 

The living claim the tear. 

Go to their sleeping bowers, 

Deck their lone couch of clay 
With early spring's uncolored flowers ; 

And, when they fade away, 
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Think of the amaranthine wreath, 
The bright bowers never dim, 

And tell me why thou fliest from death, 
Or hid'st thy friends from him* 

We dream, but they awake ; 

Dark visions mar our rest ; 
Mid thorns and snares our way we take,— 

And yet we mourn the blessed. 
For those who throng the eternal throne, 

Lost are the tears we shed : 
They are the living, they alone, 

Whom thus we call the dead. 



HEAVEN. 

B0WLBS. 

O, talk to me of heaven ! I love 
To hear about my home above ; 
For there doth many a loved one dwell 
In light and joy ineffable. 
O ! tell me how they shine and sing, 
While every harp rings echoing ; 
And every glad and tearless eye 
Bttams like the bright sun, gloriously. 
Tell me of that victorious palm 

Each hand in glory beareth; 
Tell me of that celestial calm 

Each face in glory weareth. 
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O, happy, happy country ! where 

There entereih not a sin ; 
And death, who keeps its portals fair, 

May never once come in. 
No grief can change their da J to night — 
The darkness of that land is light. 
Sorrow and sighing God hath sent 
Far thence to endless banishment. 
And never more may one dark tear 

Bedim their burning eyes ; 
For every one they shed while here, 

In fearful agonies, 
Glitters, a bright and dazzling gem, 
In their immortal diadem. 

O, lovely, blooming country ! there 
Flourishes all that we deem fair; 
And though no fields nor forests green, 
Nor bowery gardens there are seen, 

Nor perfumes load the breeze, 
Nor hears the ear material sound, 
Yet joys at God's right hand are found — 

The archetypes of these. 
There is the home, the land of birth 
Of all we highest prize on earth ; 
The storms that rack this world beneath, 

Must there forever cease ; 
The only air the blessed breathe 

Is purity and peace. 
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O, happy, happy land ! in thee 

Shines the unveiled Divinity, 

Shedding through each adoring breast 

A holy calm, a halcyon rest. 

And those West souls whom death did sever, 

Have met to mingle joys forever. 

O ! soon may heaven unclose to me ! 

O ! may I soon that glory see ! 

And my faint, weary spirit, stand 

Within that happy, happy land ! 



BLESSED ARE THEY THAT MOURN. 

W. C. BRYANT. 

O, dbbm not they are blest alone, 
Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep; 

The Power who pities man, has shown 
A blessing for the eyes that weep. 

The light of smiles shall fill again 
The lids that overflow with tears j 

And weary hours of wo and pain 
Are promises of happier years. 

There is a day of sunny rest 
For every dark and troubled night; 

And grief may bide, an evening guest, 
But joy shall come with early light. 
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And thou, who o'er thy friend's low bier 
Sheddeat the bitter drops like rain, 

Hope that a brighter, happier sphere 
Will give him to thy arm* again. 

Nor let the good man's trust depart, 
Though life its common gifts deny, 

Though with a pierced and broken heart, 
And spurned of men, he goes to die. 

For God has marked each sorrowing day, 
And numbered every secret tear, 

And heaven's long age of bliss shall pay 
For all his children suffer here. 



CHILDREN IN HEAVEN. 

In the broad fields of heaven— 
In the immortal bowers, 

Dwelling by life's clear river, 
Amid undying flowers — 

Myriads of beauteous spirits, 
Fair children of the earth, 

Linked in bright bands celestial, 
Sing of their human birth, 

They sing of earth and heaven— 
Divinest voices rise 
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In thanks and praises unto Him — 
Who called them to the skies. 

The golden-haired— the blue-eyed, 
That lighted up oui^ife, 

And folded were within our hearts, 
From all the world's rude strife— 

The blessings of our bosoms, 
The stars upon our sky, 

The flowers springing in our path, 
Too beautiful to die— 

They all are there— in heaven- 
Safe, safe, and sweetly blessed ; 

No cloud of sin can shadow 
Their bright and holy rest. 



THE CHRISTIAN'S DEATH. 

C. WE8LBY. 

Lo ! the prisoner is released, 
Lightened of his fleshly load ; 
Where the weary are at rest, 
He is gathered unto God : 
Lo ! the pain of life is past, 
And his warfare now is o'er 
Death and hell behind are cast, 
Grief and suffering are no more. 
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Yes t the Christian's course is ran, 
Ended is the glorious strife; 
Fought the fight, the crown is won, 
Death is swallowed up of life : 
Borne by angels on their wings, 
Far from earth his spirit flies 
To the Lord he loved, and sings 
Triumphing in Paradise. 

Join we then with one accord 
In the new and joyful song, 
Absent from our glorious Lord 
We shall not continue long : 
We shall quit the house of clay, 
Better joys with him to share ; 
We shall see the realms of day, 
We shall meet our brethren there. 



THE CHILD'S FIRST GRIEF. 

MBS. HBHANS. 

" O, call my brother back to me, 
I cannot play alone ; 
The summer comes with flower and bee,- 
Where is my brother gone? 

The butterfly is glancing bright 
Across the sunbeam's track ; 
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I care not now to chase its flight— 
O call my brother back ! 

The flowers run wild— the flowers we sowed 

Around our garden tree ; 
Our vine is drooping with its load— 

O call him back to me ! " 

"He would not hear my voice, &ir child, 
He may not come to thee ; 
The face that once, like spring-time, smiled, 
On earth no more thou 'It see. 

A rose's brief, bright life of joy, 

Such unto him was given ; — 
Go, thou must play alone, my boy ; 

Thy brother is in heaven." 

" And has he left his birds and flowers ? 
And must I call in vain % 
And through the long, long summer-hours, 
Will he not come again ? 

And by the brook and in the glade 
Are all our wanderings o'er ? — 

O, while my brother with me played. 
Would I had loved him more I " 
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RECOGNITION IN HEAVEN. 

WILLIAM LEOGBTT. 

If yon bright stars, which gem the night, 

Be each a blissful dwelling sphere, 
Where kindred spirits re-unite, 

Whom death has torn asunder here ; 
How sweet it were at once to die, 

And leave this blighted orb afar, 
Mixt soul and soul to cleave the sky, 

And soar away from star to star. 

But O, how dark, how drear and lone, 

Would seem the brightest world of bliss, 
If, wandering through each radiant one, 

We failed to find the loved of this ! 
If there no more the ties shall twine, 

That death's cold hand alone could sever ; 
Ah ! then these stars in mockery shine, 

More hateful— as they shine forever. 

It cannot be— each hope, each fear, 

That lights the eye or clouds the brow, 
Proclaims there is a happier sphere, 

Than this bleak world that holds us now. 
There is a voice which sorrow hears, 

When heaviest weighs life's galling chain, 
T is heaven that whispers— dry thy tears, 

The pure in heaven shall meet again. 
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HEAVEN AND EARTH. 

JAMBS MONTGOMERY. 

Behold yon bright array 
Before the sapphire throne ! 

There young nor old, there rich nor poor, 
There bond nor free are known. 

At once they strike their lyres ; 

At once break off, — and all, 
With trembling joy, and silent lore, 

In adoration fall. 

Whate'er their lot below, 

As fellow-heirs of bliss, 
In heaven their services are one : 

Let earth be heaven in this. 

As brethren, so may we 

Worship with one accord ; 
In stillness wait, in prayer bow down, 

And bless and praise the Lord. 

As pilgrims on their way, 

God's earthly courts we fill ; 
And travel on from strength to strength, 

Abreast, to Zion's hill. 

There may our spirits meet, 
When faith is changed to sight, 
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Where the Lord God himself shall be 
The temple, life, and light. 

Where, on the sea of glass, 

.The ransomed nations sing, 
And to the Lamb amidst the throne 

Eternal glory bring. 



"NOT LOST, BUT GONE BEFORE." 

Say, why should friendship grieve for those 
Who safe arrive on Canaan's shore 1 
Released from all their hurtful foes, 
The/ are not lost^-but gone before. . 

How many painful days on earth 
Their fainting spirits numbered o'er ! 
Now they enjoy a heaven)/ birth; 
They are not lost— but gone before. 

Dear is the spot where Christians Bleep, 
And sweet the strain which angels pour; 
O why should we in anguish weep ? 
They are not lost— but gone before. 

Secure from every mortal care, 
By sin and sorrow vexed no mora, 
Eternal happiness they share 
Who are not lost— but gone before. 
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To Zion's peaceful courts above, 
In faith triumphant may we soar, 
Embracing in the arms of love 
The friends not lost— but gone before. 

Chi Jordan's bank whene'er we come, 
And hear the swelling waters roar, 
Father, convey us safely home, 
To friends not lost— but gone before. 

REAPING IN JOY. 

W. B. TAPPAN. 

Thbrb is an hour of hallowed peace 

For those with care oppressed ; 
When sighs and sorrowing tears shall cease, 

And all be hushed to rest ; 
'T is then the soul is freed from fears 

And doubts that here annoy ; 
Then they that oft had sown in tears, 

Shall reap again in joy. 

There is an hour of sweet repose, 

When storms assail no more ; ** 

The stream of endless pleasure flows 

On that celestial shore : 
There purity with love appears, 

And bliss without alloy ; 
There they that oft had sown In tears, 

Shall reap eternal joy. 
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THERE IS BLISS IN HEAVEN. 

Whsn from fair budded hope no flower 

Shall e'er in sweetness bloom, 
And o'er the spirit comes an hour 

Of more than wintry gloom ; 
T is pleasant then to look away, 

By vision faith hath given, 
And know there is a cloudless day 

And perfect bliss in heaven. 

Or if the bud shall blossom fair, 

And yield its rich perfume, 
And joy within the bosom, where 

Were doubts and fears, shall come ; 
And blasting then on autumn's wing 

Approach by tempests driven, 
Tis sweet to know that this will bring 

A richer bliss in heaven. 

Let gloom close round the fondest hopes, 

Till hopes the heart forsake ; 
And though the wounded spirit droops, 

It will not — cannot break ! 
And though the fondest joy depart, 

That earth hath ever given, 
This— this shall cheer the humble heart, 

That there is bit— in heaven. 
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TO A FRIEND. 

I would not that the wreath of fame 
Should ever bloom around thy brow,— 

There is a gift of purer name, 
More meet to grace thy spirit now. 

It lives not where the wealth of earth 
Profusely showers its gold and gems, 

Nor boasts an empery of birth 
'Mid palaces and diadems. 

It is not where life's glorious things 
Flourish in brightness but to die, 

Or romance lends her imagings 
To cheat the soul of joys on high. 

The worldling knows it not, but he 
To whom the seal of kith is given, 

Blends it with his high destiny,— 
It is the holiness of heaven. 
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